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WE HAVE FOUGHT IN EVERY CLIME AND PLACE 


Marines with Caco Prisoner in Haiti 
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There are 6 types 
of home-grown tobaccos 
that are best for cigarettes 


BriGutT TOBACCOS 
U. S. Types 11, 12, 13, 14— 
produced in Virginia, North and 
South Carolina, and parts of 
Georgia, Florida and Alabama. 
BuRLEY TOBACCO 
U. S. Type 31—produced in 
Kentucky. 
MARYLAND TOBACCO 
Southern Maryland. 


Type 32—produced in 


These are the kinds of home- 
grown tobaccos used for mak- 
ing Chesterfield Cigarettes. 

Then Chesterfield adds aro- 
matic ‘Turkish tobacco to give 
just the right seasoning or spice. 

Chesterfield ages these 
‘ tobacces for 30 months 

—2%2 years—to make 

sure that they are milder 


and taste better. 


© 1934, Liccerr & Mytas Tosacco Co, 
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Tobacco being sold at auction 


bree on a Southern market. 
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DROPPING THE PILOT 


One 


HERE I AM ~ THREE YEARS IN AVIATION 
AND HAVENT FLEW YET- Im THE 
Bey WHO HELPS THE PILOTS To FLY, 
BuT IM A BIRD WITH CLIPPED 
WINGS IN A GILDED CAGE— THAT's 
WHAT IT A 
HvMAN MONKEY WRENCH! 


all UV — ON THE 
GRounnd. — 
\ 
\ 


Just Fee INSTANCE 
\F ONE OF THESE 
GADGETS BROKE Loose 
THE PiLoT MIGHT 
Ny, UP His SHip~ 
Tm, AN IMPORTANT 


HE CANT GET ALONG 
ME- 1 
HAVE To NOVE THE 
So HE CAN 
TACE OFF. 


Fi@st J HAVE To Go ALL over 
MY PiLot's sHIP- THEN J HELP 
DRAG rr ONTO THE LINE, Now 

T HAYS To wAemM UP HIS MOTOR 


FER HIM~GuT DO JF Tare ofe? 


HWE luck y STIFE 
A HUND2ED MILES Aw Houe— 
I OUGHT TO BE A PLOT- 
PRETTY Stow ON THE 
CRouND. 


Jost THINK, By THE T 


DowN TO WE CHOW SHACK-~- THAT BIRD 


Wit Be IN WASHINGTON. By THE 
TIME 1 Finish MY SLUM HELL BE 
IN PHYLADELAWA, AND By THE TIME 
I CATCH A LITTLE SHuT-eve 
HELL BE BACK HERE 

MORE Work FoR C 
ME To bo. 


On Boy! Wee's oNE OF THEM 
HERE Now Hawks / Them's 
THE CRATES Ip LIKE To ery. ] BET 
Ip NAKE A Suck Pilot! 
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Rapto is a highly specialized business. As it develops 
it is becoming more exacting in its demands. But radio 
is the modern field of opportunity for those who keep 
step with its progress and pioneer in its opportunities! 

There is a great need for trained men in the radio 
industry. There is no place for untrained men. Experi- 
ence must be accompanied by technical knowledge. 

A pioneer in home study, the International Corre- 
spondence Schools have kept apace of the times and 
offer courses prepared by authorities, which give prac- 
tical instruction in fundamentals and latest develop- 
ments alike. The courses are revised regularly. 


INTERNATIONAL 


Name 
Street Address 


City 


CORRESPONDENCE 


BOX 5278-P, SCRANTON, PA. 
Without cost or obligation, please tell me all about the NEW RADIO COURSE 


If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada 


Courtesy of the Netlonal Broadcasting Company 
Composed of 24 basic divisions, the Complete Radio 
Course is designed to give thorough instruction in the 
whole field of radio. The I. C. S. Radio Servicing 
Course was prepared specially for men who wish to 
become service experts. Study of it makes possible 
leadership over competition. The I. C.S. Radio Oper- 
ating Course is vital to mastery of operating and 
transmitting. 

We will be pleased to send you details of any or all 
of these subjects. Just mark and mail the coupon—the 
information will be forwarded without delay. Why 


not do it today—now! 


SCHOOLS 
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Army Day 


ACH year the sixth day of April is set aside as a 
mark of tribute to the Soldiers of the United 
States. This vear the date marks the seventeenth 
anniversary of our entrance into the World War. 

It is right and fitting that some commemorative day, 
some significant date, be singled out in honor of our sister 
service. And what date is more appropriate than the one 
that marked the entrance of the United States into the 
bloodiest war of history! 

To most civilians the Army is merely a unit of men 
waiting for the next call to arms. They are prone to for- 
get that the duties of peace time are more arduous and 
more trying to loyalty and courage than are the blood- 
tingling days when trumpets sound the charge. 

We take this occasion to pay our respects to the greatest 
army assembled under any flag in the world: THE 
UNITED STATES ARMY. 
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The Corps, Your College 


ID you ever consider a cruise in the Marines as the 
equivalent of four years in college? Perhaps this 
phase never occurred to you. In comparing the 
two, there is a certain similarity in some instances, 
viz: routine, regular hours, and appearance. There are 
likewise traditions, but the Marines have far more glorious 
traditions than any college will ever have. 

Let us consider a few examples of what the Service 
offers. First, perfect physical condition is insisted on. 
Second, everyone must have ample wholesome food. Third, 
a wide range of trades and professions are open to every- 
body. Fourth, competent instructors are available. Fifth, 
self-confidence and reliance is one of the courses. Sixth, 
travel which broadens the mind and teaches by observa- 
tion is also included in its work. 

Is there any college which has all this to offer, and in 
addition pays you while learning? A college does not 
eare whether you are physically fit or unfit. It does not 
eare whether you have enough to eat or not. It offers you 
a limited career and if you fail in the professions you 
have studied for, you have no others waiting for your 
effort. Your travels are from the dormitory to the class- 
room, and you read about countries instead of seeing 
them. 

Of course, in the Marines, in college, or wherever you 
are, everything depends on your own application. You 
ean go to college and struggle through, just learning 
enough to get by, and go out into the world and fail, just 
the same as if you came into the Service, and acted sim- 
ilarly; the only difference being that you will not only 
fail, but you will in all probability fail to complete your 
course, as the Marine Corps has no use for the ineompe- 
tent. 


Success 


HEN we left our homes to enter the Service, proba- 

bly one of the last things said to us was, ‘‘I hope 
you'll sueceed.’’ In any event there is, without 
doubt, somebody, somewhere, who is wishing that 
for each one of us. Besides that, it is inconceivable that 
there is anyone on board with so little ambition but what 
he hopes to succeed. 

If you were asked, however, what you meant when you 
said you wish to be a success, could you tell? Can you 
define the word suecess? According to Webster it is ‘‘A 
favorable or prosperous course or termination of anything 
attempted, a result corresponding to the aim or design en- 
tertained.’’ He means that success is merely accomplished 
ambition—a result corresponding to the aim. 

The generally accepted conception of a successful man 
is one who has high aims and accomplishes them. That 
is what is expected of you by those at home. 

Success nowadays is usually thought of in terms of 
money, but you don’t have to be rich to be a success. The 
greatest reward anyone in the Service can receive is an 
honorable record, the respect and esteem of his fellows 
in the Service. If vou have that you are a suecess. 

A man respected by his associates in civil life and a 
leader of his profession, once told the writer that there 
were but three worthwhile occupations, and one of those 
was the military profession. Success in the Service is 
crowned with more than money can buy—honor. 
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GENERAL BEN H. FULLER RETIRES; 


GENERAL RUSSELL NOMINATED FOR OFFICE OF COMMANDANT 


the Marine Corps without a commandant. During 
the existing interregnum Maj. Gen. John H. Rus- 
sell, already nominated for the office, has been fune- 
tioning in the capacity of commandant. 

Major General Ben H. Fuller, who retired Mareh 1, was 
appointed major general commandant on July 9, 1930. 
His services were highly commended by Henry L. Roose- 
velt, Acting Secretary of the Navy during the illness of 
Secretary Swanson. 

‘*For nearly half a century you have served your coun- 
try at home, at sea and abroad,’’ Secretary Roosevelt said. 
‘*Early in your career you distinguished yourself in bat- 
tle during the Boxer Rebellion in China, for which you 
were commended by the Department. In the years follow- 
ing, duties of increasing importance and_ responsibility 
were assigned to you, culminating in your appointment 
as major general commandant of the Marine Corps on 
July 9, 1930. Your performance of all duties in every 
eapacity in which you have served has been marked by a 
high degree of excellence and efficiency. The Department 
takes this oceasion to express its appreciation of your long 
and valuable service, and to wish you many years of 
health and happiness in your well earned retirement.”’ 

General Fuller was born in Big Rapids, Michigan, Feb- 
ruary 27, 1870. He attended the United States Naval 
Academy and upon his graduation he was commissioned 
a second lieutenant of Marines. General Fuller was pro- 
moted through the successive grades, and was appointed 
brigadier general in 1918. In that year the general was 
detached from the Marine Barracks, Navy Yard, Phila- 
delphia, to command the Second Provisional Brigade in 
the Dominican Republic, retaining command for two 
years. He also served on the staff of the Military Gover- 
nor of Santo Domingo. 

From November 25, 1920, to July 15, 1922, General 
Fuller served on the staff of the Naval War College, and 


olny retirement of Maj. Gen. Ben H. Fuller has left 


the following year he commanded the Marine Corps 
Schools at Quantico. 

In 1925 General Fuller assumed the duties of assistant 
> the major general commandant, and upon the death of 
Gen. Wendell C. Neville, General Fuller was appointed 
commandant. 

In the span of his forty-two years’ service with the 
Marines, General Fuller has been on duty in China, the 
Philippines, Hawaii, Panama, Cuba, Santo Domingo, and 
Haiti, besides serving aboard several vessels, of the navy. 


GENERAL RusseLL Has Active CAREER 


Major General John H. Russell was born in California, 
November 14, 1872, the son of Admiral Russell, who was 
a member of the first class to graduate. The future com- 
mandant sought an appointment to the Naval Academy. 
There was no vacancy at the time, but, undeterred, young 
Russell requested an audience with President Cleveland, 
which was granted. His goal was a presidential appoint- 
ment to the Academy. 

“*T’m a little discouraged over this Annapolis business,’ 
the President said. ‘‘Some youngsters I have sent there 
haven’t turned out so brilliantly.’’ 

‘*T shall sueceed,’’ the youthful Russell answered quietly. 

The President was impressed and Russell received his 
appointment to the Naval Academy from ‘‘At Large,’’ 
May 18, 1888. He was transferred to the Marine Corps 
and appointed a second lieutenant July 1, 1894; to first 
lieutenant August 10, 1898; captain, March 3, 1899; 
major, June 6, 1906; lieutenant colonel, August 29, 1916; 
eolonel, March 26, 1917; brigadier general, January 1, 
1922, and major general on September 1, 1933. 

Lieutenant Russell served on board the U.S.S. Massa- 
chusetts during the war with Spain, and in Guam from 
April 21, 1899, to December 8 of that year. After a 
period of home service he was ordered to command the 
guard of the U.S.S. Oregon, and he served in that capacity 


4 

4 
| 
4 
= 
a 
3 
a 


Sis THE LEATHERNECK 


until 1904. From August 23, 1906, to May 30, 1907, 
Major Russell was in command of the Marine Barracks, 
Naval Station, Honolulu, T. H., and upon relief from that 
duty he was ordered to Camp Elliott, Panama Canal 
Zone, to command the Marines at that station. He was 
detached and ordered home July 26, 1908. He served on 
the staff of the Naval War College from September 26, 
1908, to September 24, 1910, and from November 14, 
1910, to April 30, 19138, he commanded the Marine De- 
tachment, American Legation, at Peking, China. 

During the Vera Cruz expedition in 1914, General Rus- 
sell commanded the 2nd Battalion, 3rd Regiment of 
Marines on detached duty with the Army. He com- 
manded the First Provisional Brigade of Marines in the 
Republic of Haiti and served in that capacity until De- 
cember, 1918. He commanded the Ist Brigade in Haiti 
from October 1, 1919, until February 11, 1922, when he 
was appointed American High Commissioner, with the 
rank of Ambassador Extraordinary, by the President to 
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represent the United States in Haiti, and served in that 
capacity until November 12, 1930. 

General Russell has been awarded the Haitian Medaille 
Militaire by the President of Haiti and the Navy Cross 
for his Haitian service. Upon his detachment from duty 
as American High Commissioner General Russell was ecom- 
mended by letters from the President of the United States 
and the Secretary of State, and was awarded the Distin- 
guished Service Medal for ‘‘exeeptionally meritorious 
service to the Government in a position of great respon- 
sibility as American High Commissioner to the Republic 
of Haiti.”’ 

In December, 1930, General Russell was appointed 
Commanding General, Marine Corps Base at San Diego, 
California, and later, of the Marine Base, Quantico, Va., 
before assuming his present duties as Assistant to the 
Major General Commandant. 

General Russell’s appointment as Major General Com- 
mandant is now before the senate for confirmation. 


PROMOTIONS FOR GENERAL LEE AND COLONEL McDOUGAL 


eorucaDIER General Lee was born in Washington, 
D. C., June 4, 1872, and was appointed a Second 
==! Lieutenant during the War with Spain. He was 
appointed a Brigadier General, June 5, 1920. 

General Lee served in France during the World War, 
participating in the battles of Chateau Thierry Seetor in 
command of the 6th Regiment. Under his command the 
regiment participated with distinction in the Aisne-Marne 
Offensive (Soissons); the 
Marbache Sector; the St. 
Mihiel Offensive; the Meuse 
Argonne Offensive (Cham- 


and returned to Quantico in command on March 1, 1935. 
GENERAL McDovuGau 

General MeDougal was born in San Francisco, Calift.. 

April 23, 1876. He served in the Navy during the Span- 

ish-American War, and in March, 1900, was commissioned 
a Second Lieutenant in the Marine Corps. 

General McDougal served in Washington during the 

early part of the World War, going to France in 

1918 for duty with the 

American Expeditionary 

Forees. He remained in 

France until July 30, 1919, 


pagne); the Meuse Ar- ee when he was ordered to the 
gonne Offensive (Argonne ¥ te Depot of Supplies, Phila- 


Forest) and in the march of 
the Allied Army to the 
Rhine. He returned to the 
United States August 6,1919. 

For his service in com- 
mand of the 6th Regiment 
in France he was decorated 
with the Army Distin- 
enuished Service Medal, the 
Navy Distinguished Service 
Medal, the Freneh Legion 
of Honor. the Croix-de- 
Guerre (three times) and 
was cited in General Orders. 

From December 5, 1922. 
until July 18, 1924, General 
Lee served as Military Gov- 
ernor of Santo Domingo. 
Upon his detachment from 
Santo Domingo, he was or- 
dered to command the Ma- 
rine Barracks, Parris 
Island, S. C.. and in An- 
gust, 1927. was transferred 
to the Marine Barracks, 
Quantico, Va., for duty as 
Exeeutive Officer. He as- 
sumed command of the Ma- 
rine Barracks, Parris Is- 
land, S. C., in Oet., 1929, 


MAJOR GENERAL HARRY LEE 


delphia. 
: General McDougal was 
with the Nicaraguan Na- 
tional Guard Detachment 
as Commanding Officer and 
continued on that duty un- 
til 1931 when he was ap- 
pointed as Director of Oper- 
ations and Training, Head- 
quarters, Washington, D.C. 
General MeDougal holds 
the Mexican, Haiti, Span- 
ish, Philippine, Santo Do- 
mingo, and China campaign 
badges. For his service in 
Haiti, he received the Order 
of Honor and Merit, Dis- 
tinguished Service Medal 
and as the Commanding Of- 
ficer of the Haitian Olympic 
Rifle Team, he was awarded 
the 8th Olympiad Medal. 
For his service in Nicaragua 
he was given the Nieara- 
euan Medal of Merit and 
the Second Nicaraguan Cam- 
paign Medal. He was award- 
ed the Distinguished Service 
Medal by Secretary Swan- 
son on November 21, 1933. 
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THE DANCING GIRL OF CHATEAU BREAU 


BY CONRAD HUNDERTMARK 


Illustrated by D. L. Dickson 


ANAVAN was on old-school, hardboiled leatherneck, 
with about twenty years’ service to his credit. At 
our entrance into the war he had been a sergeant, 
but was given a commission and, thanks to his mili- 
tary ability, rapid promotion to the rank of major. 

When Lieutenant Homan reported to Major Canavan, 
the latter was pacing the floor in the military police office 
in Paris. He recognized Homan as one of his erstwhile 
shipmates and slapped him on the back, as he barked: 
**Hello, Hank, mighty glad to see you, but what the 
devil made you so late?’ 

**Why, Major,’’ returned Homan, came immediately 
on receipt of orders.”’ 

‘*Army transportation 

‘*Yes, Sir.’’ 

‘*That accounts for it,’’ bellowed the 
major; ‘‘if they had left the army at 
home, we Marines could have gotten the 
Kaiser before now and be back some- 
where in the sunny tropics, catching 
rebels, instead of doing 
M. P. duty and nurs- 
ing a bunch of mam- 
ma’s babies, or chasing 
ghosts for the Frogs.’’ 

Homan gasped in 
surprise, ‘‘Ghosts?’’ 

**Yes, ghosts. Don't 
you know what you 
are here for?’’ 

**No, Sir. I haven’t 
the slightest idea.’’ 

‘*Well,’’ snorted the 
major, ‘‘we’re off for 
the front.’’ 

*‘Hurrah,’’ yelled 
Homan, jumping up 
from his seat and at- 
tempting a jig, ‘‘ae- 
tion at last.’’ 


For a moment she stood ; 
motionless, her luminous After dark, the girl steps out of the 


figure plainly outlined icture and does a ser entine dance 
against the black sky. p 


However, he caught himself short when he noticed 
Canavan’s frozen glare. 

‘* Action, hell.’’ He spat disgustedly at a cuspidor 
across the room. ‘* You don’t know the half of it. They’re 
adding insult to injury. We’re not going up to fight the 
Heinies, we’re going in to stop a ghost from walking and 
searing the fool Frogs into desertion from the front.’’ 

Homan was dumbfounded. ‘‘ Please, Major,’’ he pleaded, 
‘‘stop your kidding and give me the straight dope. What’s 
all this about a ghost ?’’ 

‘Wish I were kidding, Hank,’’ groaned Canavan, ‘‘but 
it’s a fact.”’ 

He took a ruler from his desk and turned to a wall map 
behind him. Pointing to the northern front, he said: 

‘“‘Up here are the Limies, see? 
Down here are the Frogs. Right 
here, where the two armies meet, is 
a little sector held by a French 
infantry division. The lay of the 
land is sueh that the Germans 
would gain nothing by coming 
through, so they content themselves 
by merely holding it. The French 
could not gain much by going 
through either, so they thought of 
sending all their worn-out troops 
there to relieve the stronger ones 
for active sectors. They have men 
up there fresh from the hospitals, 
some suffering from shellshock, some 
from gas, and some from wounds, 
and they all need hardening before 
returning to honest - to - goodness 
fighting. The sector is almost in- 
active. It’s the only place in France 
} where there is no war.”’ 

He turned and spat at the cuspi- 
dor, registering a direct hit. Then 
he wiped his mouth with the back 
of his hand and continued: ‘‘ Now 
for the ghost. There is an old Cha- 
tean halfway between the lines. 
‘Chateau Breau’ is the name on the 
map. It is completely demolished, 
with the exception of a small por- 
tion of the lower wall, and this 
shows toward the French side a 
mural painting with a dancing girl. 


between the lines. The Frogs go 
erazy and try to chase her. Those 
who leave the trenches, never return.’”’ 

‘*For the love o’ Pete, Major,’’ laughed Homan, ‘‘do 
you exject me to believe that bunk?’’ 

‘*Believe it or not,’’ growled Canavan, ‘‘we’re going 
in tonight to get that ghost. We'll have about one hun- 
dred old-time leathernecks with us and take over the 
front line of that sector. What we’ll do after that, de- 
pends on cireumstances. Maybe we'll go goofy too. 
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‘*How do we travel?’’ questioned Homan. 

‘*By special train first part of the night, then on foot. 
There is Frog captain in there on my bunk now, who is 
to guide us, provided he is able. If I am any judge, he 
is a nervous wreck himself, and had it been for him alone, 
I would never have believed the tale. But the High Com- 
mand is all wrought up over the blamed thing and don’t 
know how to handle the situation, so, for the first time 
since the war began, they’re doing the right thing: turn 
it over to the Marines.”’ 

Later, when Homan met him on the train, he fully 
agreed with Canavan that the little French Captain looked 
like a nervous wreck. He was crouched in a corner in the 
officers’ compartment, pulling nervously on his _ short 
moustache, or biting his fingernails. His large brown eyes 
flickered like those of a hunted animal, scared to death. 
Homan offered him some cognac out of his canteen. The 
Frenchman took several large gulps greedily, and after 
that seemed to warm up a little. 

Canavan had stepped into one of the other ears to give 
some instructions to the non-commissioned officers in 
charge of the men, and the little French Captain and 
Lieutenant Homan were left alone. He spoke fairly good 
English and told the Marine lieutenant practically the 
same story he had already heard from Canavan’s lips. 

‘*But,’’ asked Homan at the end of the recital, ‘‘do you 
believe the story, my Captain?’’ 

The Frenchman became excited. ‘‘Do I believe it?’’ he 
countered. ‘‘My dear Lieutenant, do you believe your 
own eyes? I have seen one of my own men crawl out 
through the barbed wire in front of the trenches. I called 
him. He heard me not. He kept on crawling, knowing it 
was certain death. Everything was quiet. There was that 
phantom dancer with her shining hair, her streaming 
silver veils, dancing to that musical rhythm. All who saw 
were entranced and awed. You could have heard a leaf 
drop, it was so quiet. Not a soul dared to breathe. Then 
suddenly a scream, shrill, piercing, penetrating. It made 
eold chills run down your spine. It was my man in his 
death ery. Horrible, my Lieutenant, horrible.”’ 

He shook himself and stuck his fingers in his ears as if 
he were trying to exclude that horrible scream. 

They took another drink which seemed to strengthen 
his nerves a little. 

‘*How is it you did not shoot?’’ queried Homan at 
length. 

**Shoot? Mon Dieu, one does not shoot at ghosts. There 
is not a single man in the entire French army who would 
dare shoot at a ghost. Don’t you know that the bullet 


Fists met chins and pistol butts raised big lumps on German heads. 


will hit him who presses the trigger, when you aim at a 
ghost ?’’ 

Homan did not answer. What was there to be done in 
a case of such crass superstition ? 

He got up and went into the next car, where Canavan 
was surrounded by a bunch of weatherbeaten leathernecks, 
oldtimers from China, the Philippines, Haiti, and other 
out-of-the-way places, where the American Marines pluck 
their laurels. 

‘These Frogs are scared of their own shadows,’’ Cana- 
van was telling them, ‘‘but don’t let them bother you or 
your men. If we see this thing that they call dancing 
beauty, and she is a ghost, she won’t do us any harm. 
You have never yet seen a ghost that could no any harm 
to you. And if she is not a ghost, then she can only be a 
freak squarehead and can be licked to a frazzle by any 
leatherneck.”’ 

‘You said a mouthful,’’ grunted Khaki Smith, an old 
top sergeant, and rolled himself up in his blanket, pre- 
paratory to getting a little sleep. There was no nervous- 
ness among these fellows. Savages, Germans, ghosts, it 
made no difference to them. They were American Marines 
and could lick the world. And they knew it. 

Just before dawn, the Marines moved into the front 
line trenches, while the former French occupants flitted 
by them like shadows, glad to be relieved from their 
spooky surroundings. 

The Americans had been issued French steel helmets, 
in order to fool the German observers and let them believe 
that the old French outfit was still in the sector. 

Immediately after daylight, Canavan called for Lieu- 
tenant Homan, and they looked over the terrain. Before 
them was a gently rising plateau, bordered at a distance 
of about half a mile by dense woods. That was the Ger- 
man position. Halfway between was a small hillock on 
the crest of which remained a part of a brick chimney 
and a small section of wall of that part of the castle 
which had evidently been the receiving hall in its better 
days. As they looked through their binoculars, they 
could discern a fragment of a mural painting, depicting 
a beautiful woodland scene, and in the midst of it a 
solitary, life-sized dancer, clad only in a flowing, silvery 
veil. This then was the famous dancing girl of Chateau 
Breau. The stone terrace in front of the chateau seemed 
to be intact, and here, according to their French hosts. 
against the dark background of the woods on the German 
side, was the nightly scene of the ghost dance. 

The entire front line trench of this sector had been 
turned over to the Americans (Continued on page 55) 
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Sandino Slain in Managua 

Managua, February 22. National 
Guardsmen last night suddenly seized and 
executed General Augusto Cesar Sandino, 
former rebel leader, and his companions, 
Generals Francisco Estrada and Juan Pab 
lo Umanzor. They then rushed to the home 
of General Sandino’s brother, Socrates, 
formerly his financial aide, and shot him 
dead with machine guns, 

General Sandino was returning in an 
automobile with his companions last night 
from a dinner with President Sacasa. When 
the ear was passing the Campo de Marte, 
guardsmen, with whom Sandino’s band had 
been on hostile terms, unexpectedly halted 
the car and foreéd the three generals out 
of it and into a motor truck with a squad 
of soldiers. The truck sped to the nearby 
Managua airfield, where the generals were 
lined up and then mowed down by machine 
gun fire, 

Former Navy Aviator Killed in Auto Wreck 

Charleston, S. C.. March 11.—Robert 
Ward Lee, 36, was injured fatally early to- 
day as his automobile crashed into a_ tree 
near here in attempting to avoid another 
ear which had been wrecked a few minutes 
earlier. 

Lee was a naval aviator in the World 
War and after the war was an aviation 
instructor in the Navy, leaving the service 
in 1920. 

General Fuller Loses $400 in Jewelry 

Washington, D. C., March 5.—The sneak 
thief who has been vietimizing the Massa 
echusetts Park sector for the past several 
weeks struck again last night, stealing $400 
in jewelry from the home of Maj. Gen. 
Benjamin H. Fuller, commandant of the 
Marine Corps. 

After jimmying the front door of Gen 
eral Fuller’s fourth floor apartment at 
2123 California Street Northwest, the 
prowler carefully ransacked several bureaus, 
packed the loot in a jewelry box and es- 
caped through the front lobby. 

Among the missing items are six gold 
watches, a Navy ring, a 1916 class pin 
and a number of United States and for- 
eign military decorations. 

* 
Navy Stratosphere Flight Sets Record 

The Contest Committee of the National 
Aeronautic Association has received word 
from Paris that the official report of the 
N. A. A. on the Settle-Fordney  strato- 
sphere flight made November 20, 1933, 
had been homologated by the Federation 
Aeronautique Internationale and is now 
recognized as the official world altitude 
record, 


Comdr. T. G. W. Settle, U.S.N., and 
Maj. C. L. Fordney, MCR, took off from 
the Akron Municipal Airport and landed 
in a swamp five miles northwest of Bay- 
side, N. J. Aceurate ealibration by the 
jureau of Standards at Washington of the 
official barograph carried on the flight in- 
dieated that Commander Settle and Major 
Fordney reached an altitude of 18,665 
meters (61,236.691 feet). Prior to the 
Settle-Fordney flight the Russian balloon- 
ists, Prokofiev, Birmbaum and Gudenoff, 
on September 30, were reported to have 
reached an altitude of 19,000 meters (62,- 
335.77 feet). Recently the ill-fated Rus- 
sian balloon ‘‘Syrius’’ was reported to 
have reached a height of more than 67,000 
feet. 
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In the ease of the first Russian ascent 
there was uncertainty as to whether suit- 
able records permitting accurate and official 
determination of the altitude reached by 
the Russian balloon would be presented to 
the F. A. I. Russia is not at present a 
member of this International Federation 
which for many years has certified all im- 
portant aeronautic performances establish- 
ing new record marks. Since such records 
were not presented, no check could be made 
upon the Russian ascent which would en- 
able the accurate determination of the 
height reached. In view of this, the Settle- 


Fordney flight now stands as the officially 
recognized world altitude mark. 

The world altitude mark, which had been 
previously certified as official by the FP. A. 
I., was the record of 16,201 meters (53,- 
152.726 feet) which was established by 
Professor Piccard and Max Cosyns, August 
18, 1932, at Dubendorf, Switzerland. 
Chemical Students 

Edgewood Arsenal, Md.—The following 
officers of the U. S. Marine Corps attended 
the Basie Sehool, USMC, elass at the 
Chemieal Warfare School here March 5 to 
7, 1934: 

Captains—B. G. Jones and A. C,. Larsen. 

Second Lieutenants—E. E. Authier, J. R. 
Bailey, N. L. Ballard, J. L. Beam, E. C. 
Best, R. O. Bowen, F. S. Bronson, J. F. 
Climie, D. W. Fuller, W. A. Kegla, J. M. 
Masters, D. S. MeDoughal, W. J. MeNenny, 
G. M. Morrow, J. Rockwell, E. R. Smoak, 
T. C. Turnage, M. A. Tyler, S. S. Wade, 
P. E. Wallace, and G. R. Wright. 
Japanese Troops Slain in Land War 

Tokyo, March 11.—Scores of Japanese 
troops were killed and wounded in a battle 
with Manehurian and Korean farmers at 
the village of Llan, 200 miles east of Har- 
bin, dispatches from Hsinking, capital of 
Manechukuo, reported today. 

The uprising followed a dispute over 
land policies of the new regime. 


Commander Settle Assigned 

Lt. Comdr. Thomas G. W. Settle, USN, 
in charge of training schools at the Naval 
Air Station, Lakehurst, N. J., will be de- 
tached from that duty in April and will 
report to the Commander-in-Chief, United 
States Asiatic Fleet for assignment. 

Lieutenant Commander Settle reported at 
Lakehurst early this year. Previously he 
had been on duty as Inspector of Naval 
Aireraft at the Goodyear-Zeppelin Corpora- 
tion, Akron, Ohio. He was on leave from 
that duty when he made his stratosphere 
flight of 61,237 feet on November 21, 1933. 

* * 
Receive Life Saving Medals 

The Seeretary of the Navy has for- 
warded to two enlisted men of the Navy 
silver life saving medals awarded to them 
by the Secretary of the Treasury in recog- 
nition of their rescue of shipmates from 
drowning. 

Henry Asher Lovell, Quartermaster, sec- 
ond elass, rescued a shipmate who fell be- 
tween the dock at Miike, Japan, and the 
U.S.S. Gold Star, on May 4, 1930. Lovell 


is now attached to the U.S.S. Algorma, 
Edwin Post Clark, Coxswain, on November 
8, 1931, swam sixty yards through heavy 
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seas during a squall to reseue another mem- 
ber of a party from the U.S.S. Sciota, on 
an island in the Gulf of Panama. Clark is 
now attached to the U.S.S. John D. Ea- 
wards. 

* * 
French Launch Navy Program 

Paris, March 3.—European disarmament 
received a severe blow today when France 
ended its one-year naval holiday agreement 
with Italy and embarked on a new build- 
ing program. 

Francois Pietri, naval minister, said he 
would ask Parliament, before it adjourns 
next week, to vote funds for the immediate 
construction of four war vessels—a power- 
ful cruiser, a destroyer and two sub- 
marines. 

* 
Manchukuo Bandits Kill 14 Japanese 

Tokio, March 12.—Fourteen Japanese 
soldiers including two officers, were killed 
Saturday in a fierce battle between Jap- 
anese troops and 500 bandits in Manchukuo, 
an official communique revealed today. 

‘*But,’’ the communique added, ‘‘the 
regimental flag was saved.’’ 

The officers slain were Col. Asakichi 
lizuka and Second Lieut. Minoru Suzuki. 

Except to say that the battle in which 
the men were killed took place at Tulung- 
shan, east of Ilan, where a Japanese unit 
is stationed, the authorities gave no fur- 
ther details. 

* 
Four Slain Poilus Win Vindication 

Paris, March 3.—Four French army cor- 
porals, shot to death during the war by 
their own comrades for failure to obey or- 
ders, were vindicated today—16 years too 
late. 

Their families were awarded damages of 
one frane (614 cents) each by a special 
court of military justice which declared 
they had been unjustly executed. 

Efforts to vindicate them had been in 
progress for several years. 
* 

Russia Designs New Aircraft 

Moscow, March 10.—An airplane-dirigible 
to conquer the stratosphere has been de- 
signed by a Soviet engineer, Anatol Sa- 
vach Tarasoff, 27-year-old graduate of the 
Moseow Aeronautical Institute. 

The craft would have the form of a 
gigantic monoplane of duraluminum, 410 
feet long, 111.5 feet high and 167 feet 
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wide, containing 2,471,000 cubic feet of 
helium or other elevating gas. 

There would be six 1,000-horsepower en- 
gines with twin screws arranged in tan- 
dem. The designer estimates a speed of 
558.9 miles an hour for the craft. A crew 
of forty-five would have quarters in the 
wings. 

* * 
Civilian Air Defense is Planned by Japan 

Tokyo, March 12.—An air defense bill 
providing for the organization and train- 
ing of civilians is being drafted but will 
not be introduced in the Diet before the 
next session, the Asahi newspapers report. 

The bill is not being pushed in antici- 
pation of an emergency. It simply recog- 
nizes that Japan’s immunity to air raids 
is a thing of the past, a fact that every 
Japanese realizes, now that Vladivostok, 
which is 700 miles from Tokyo, has become 
a permanent Soviet air base. 

* * * 
General Pershing Recovers 

Washington, D. C., February 17.—Com- 
pletely recovered from a_ cold, General 
Pershing emerged from the Walter Reed 
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Hospital and plunged immediately into the 
consideration of the numerous questions 
pressing for attention at his office in the 
War Department. He was in conference 
with General MacArthur, Major General 
Drum and other officers of the Army, and 
called at the White House to pay his re- 
spects to the President. He was of the 
company of the latter which inspected the 
stream-lined train of the Union Pacific 
brought to Washington for exhibition to 
the government. Accompanied by his aide, 
Captain Adamson, the General left Wash- 
ington yesterday for Tucson, Arizona, 
where he will be joined by his sister, Miss 
Mae Pershing, and where he will remain 
until the late spring. In common with the 
Services and the country, the President ex- 
pressed satisfaction that General Pershing 
is looking so fit and well. 


* * * 


Midshipmen’s Cruise 

Midshipmen from the Naval Academy 
will make their practice cruise this sum- 
mer in the U.S.S. Arkansas, battleship, 
and U.S.S. Wyoming, training ship, to sev- 
eral ports of western Europe. Rear Adm. 
Hayne Ellis, USN, now Director of Naval 
Intelligence, Navy Department, will be in 


Eleven 
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command of the Midshipmen’s Practice 
Squadron. 

The itinerary for the cruise approved by 
Adm. William H. Stanley, USN, Chief of 
Naval Operations, is as follows: 


Arrive Port Depart 
Annapolis June 1 

June 15 Plymouth, England June 25 
July 6. Villefranche, France July 12 
July 14 Naples, Italy July 19 
July 2% Gibraltar July 25 
Aug. 9 Hampton Roads Aug. 13 
Aug. 13 So. Drill Grounds Aug. 22 


(approx. ) 
Aug. 23-26 Annapolis 


Eight hundred and fifty members of the 
first and third classes at Annapolis will 
make the cruise, which will be the first to 
visit Europe since 1931. During the past 
two years the midshipmen have made their 
practice cruise in the Wyoming, half of the 
first and third classes being at sea from 
the first week of June until late in July 
and the remainder on a second cruise from 
early in August until late in September. 

* * 
Foreign Duty Pay Bill 

The Senate Foreign Relations Committee 
has reported the Administration bill to re- 
store to Government personnel on duty in 
foreign countries losses in pay sustained by 
depreciation of the dollar abroad when the 
United States went off the gold standard. 

Two amendments were approved by the 
Senate committee. Enlisted men of the 
Army, Navy and Marine Corps were specifi- 
cally mentioned to prevent an adverse 
construction by the Comptroller General 
that they were not benefited by the bill. 
The other amendment makes the action of 
the President in providing for payment of 
the money under the bill final. As passed 
by the House, the Comptroller General had 
the right to review his action. 

* * 
120 Believed Lost on Torpedo Boat 

Tokio, March 12.—Japan’s newest scor- 
pion of the seas, the Tomozura, a torpedo 
boat with an armament greater than most 
ships twice her size, was wrecked myste- 
riously today, with the probable loss of 
120 men. 

The navy declined to describe the disas- 
ter immediately, but it was almost certain 

(Continued on page 54) 
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HELP 


Harkins had lived in his new home but a 
few weeks, and searcely knew his neighbors 
by sight at the time of his fire. On rushing 
out of the front door he found two of them 
already on the scene. 

‘*T say,’’ Harkins cried, excitedly, ‘‘ will 
you run to the corner and give the alarm?’’ 
‘*Sorry,’’ explained the man, ‘‘ but I have 
wooden leg, and can’t run.’’ 

The other neighbor pressed forward. 

‘*T say,’’ said Harkins, turning to his new 
ally, ‘‘while I’m getting the things out run 
to the end of the street and shout ‘Fire’!’’ 

‘‘T’m suffering from laryngitis,’’ said 
the other neighbor in a stage whisper. 

There was not 2 moment to spare, but 
Harkins found time to turn to them and say, 
politely: ‘“Suppose both of you go into the 
house and bring out easy chairs and sit down 
here and enjoy the blaze.’’—Kablegram. 


Man motorist (barely avoiding broad 
side erash): ‘‘Why on earth didn’t you 
signal?’’ 

Girl ditto (who has crossed into home 
entrance): ‘‘I always turn in_ here, 
stupid! ’’—London Opinion. 


A Navy Junior had been sent to Sunday 
School in Coronado against his will. When 
he returned, his mother asked, ‘‘What did 
they tell you in Sunday School?’’ 

Navy Junior: (disgustedly): 
nuthin! ’’ 

Mother: ‘‘Why, they must have taught 
you something.’’ 

Junior: ‘‘Naw, only about ten Com 
manders, all broke.’’—Air Station News, 


Aw, 


Wife: ‘*John, I gave you this letter to 
mail a month ago and I just found it in 
your plaid coat pocket!’’ 

Hub: ‘‘I remember! I took off the coat 
at the time to have you sew a button on, 
and it isn’t sewed on yet.’’ 

Tennessee Tar. 

The little city girl stood and watched 
the farmer milk the only cow he had. The 
next morning the farmer was much excited, 
as the cow had been stolen during the 
night. 

Farmer: ‘‘Drat the thief that stole that 
cow. He’s miles away from here by now.’’ 

Little girl: ‘‘I wouldn’t worry ’bout it, 
Mister; they can’t go far away with it, 
cause you drained her crankease last 
night.’’—Missouri Pacific Magazine. 
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MANY ARE CALLED 


Mrs. Smythe-Browne was making the final 
arrangements for her elaborate reception. 

**Bridget,’’ she said to her old servant, 
** for the first thirty minutes after six o’clock 
I want you to stand at the drawing-room 
door and call the guests’ names as they 
arrive.’’ 

Bridget’s face lit up. 

**Very well, ma’am,’’ she replied. ‘‘I’ve 
been wantin’ to do that to some of your 
friends for years.’’—Tit-Bits. 


Gadget: “What makes Jones so high 
strung?” 

Gimmick: “I think he inherited it. His 
grandfather was caught stealing horses.” 


Magistrate (in London court): You ad 
mit tearing a handful of hair from your 
husband’s head? 

Defendant: Yes, Your Honor, I wanted 
some to put in a locket. 

—Boston Transcript. 


Wife: ‘‘I eannot decide whether to go 
to a palmist or a mind-reader.’’ 

Husband: ‘*Go to a palmist. ‘‘It’s ob 
vious that you have a palm.’’—.Judge. 


‘*Mother sends her love and will you 
come to tea today?’’ 
‘*Thank you very much. Did she say 
what time she expected me?’’ 
**No, she only said she wanted to get 
it over as soon as possible.’’ 
—Deutsche Illustrierte (Berlin). 


THE ACID TEST 

Keeper—You think you’re sane, eh? Well, 
if we give you your liberty will you keep 
away from liquor and women? 

Asylum Inmate—I certainly will! 

Keeper—Then you stay in. You’re still 
erazy!—Dell Publishing Co. 

Tourist: ‘‘Have you ever lost a tourist 
in these rapids?’’ 

Boatman: ‘‘Never, sir; man was 
drowned here last week, but we found his 
body the next day.’’ 

—L’Illustre 


(Lausanne). 


A young couple wishing to get married, 
went to a minister’s house one evening just 
as he was ready to leave for his service. 
The preacher explained to them what he 
eonsidered a way out of the difficulty. 

**You two come to the evening services, 
and at the close come forward and I will 
marry you.’’ 

They agreed to this and when the Min- 
ister had completed his sermon, in order to 
give them the cue to come forward, an- 
nounced, ‘‘ All those desiring to be married 
come forward.’’ 

Thirteen women and the one man started 
for the altar.—Kablegram. 


The pianist was playing the first Lars of 
the Wedding March. 

‘*What’s that?’’ asked Mrs. Jones, turn- 
ing to her weary husband. 

**Oh,’’ he replied, ‘‘that’s the beginning 
of ‘Stormy Weather’!’’—Everybody’s. 

At one golf course there had been some 
talk of standardizing tips to caddies, and 
one day the secretary explained his ideas 
to a group of members. 

**We feel,’’ he said, ‘‘that a caddie 
should not receive a tip of more than one 
shilling and sixpence per round. You’ll 
agree that that is reasonable.’’ 

They did agree, all except one Scotch- 
man who, looking up with an expression 
of innocence, said: 

‘*Er—pardon me, Mr. 
what is a tip?’’—Tit-Bits. 


Secretary, but 


A young lawyer was getting married. 
They had reached that part of the cere- 
mony where the minister said: ‘‘With all 
my worldly goods I thee endow.’’ 

From the back of the church came a 
hoarse whisper: ‘‘There goes his brief 
case.’’—Chelsea Record. 
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WHAT! NO FIFTEEN PER CENT? 


Panhandler—‘‘Say, buddy, could you 
spare me a buck for coffee?’’ 
Gent—‘‘A dollar for coffee? Preposter- 
ous! 
Panhandler—‘ Just say yes or no—don’t 
try to tell me how to run my business.’’ 
-~-U.S.S. Texas Star. 


“I’m thinking of asking some girl to 
marry me. What do you think of the idea?” 
“It’s a great idea, if you ask me.” 


H-A Deuce: ‘‘I’ll mix up some castor oil 
in a glass of sarsaparilla so you can’t 
taste it.’’ 

Marine Goldbrick: ‘‘ Yeh, mix it up good. 
I hate sarsaparilla.’’ 


Aunt Nellie—Well, Bobby, did you see 
Santa Claus on Christmas? 

Bobby—No, Auntie. It was too dark to 
see him, but I heard what he said when 
he knocked his toe against the bedpost. 

—Path finder. 


BM’s Wife to son: ‘‘Remember, my 
boy, your father was a boatswain’s mate.’’ 

Son: ‘*What does that make me, 
Mother?’’ 

BM’s wife: ‘‘That means you must be a 
gentleman, my son.’’ 

Son: ‘‘ Yes, | suppose someone must save 
the family name.—Tennessee Tar. 


The night-owl husband had a friend to 
stay with him for the week-end. When the 
guest was being shown up to his room he 
noticed that there were faint crosses on 
several of the steps. He asked the reason. 

**Ah,’’ whispered the host, ‘‘these come 
into operation after midnight. X means 
that the step creaks.’’—Le Rire. 


An Indian up in northern Michigan re 
turned for the third time to buy a half- 
dozen dollar bottles of cough syrup. 

Druggist: Some one sick at your house?’’ 

Indian: No sick. 

Druggist: Then what on earth is all 
this cough syrup for? 

Indian: Likum on pancakes. 

—Family Circle. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


THE OLD NAVY 


It was in the old days in the Navy when 
two young Irishmen, fresh from the old coun- 
try shipped in the outfit and were sent to an 
East Coast training station. 

After the first day’s instruction, one of 
the lads named Mike, took a stroll around 
the station, and after he had been gone for 
some time his buddy went to look for him. 
He found Mike at last sitting on a big ship’s 
anchor. When asked why he had been sitting 
there for so long a time, he replied. 

‘“By the bones of St. Patrick, I’m wait- 
ing to see what sailor wields this pick.’’ 

—Our Navy. 


A tall, athletic man walked into a store 
one day last week and said: ‘‘I want to 
buy a set of lady’s furs.’’ 

‘‘What kind?’’ inquired the new clerk, 
with a knowing wink, anxious to make a 
sale. 

‘‘That set in the window will do very 
well, if you don’t want too much for it,’’ 
answered the tall, athletic man. 

**Oh, you mean skunk,’’ said the new 
clerk. 

(Editor’s Note: The clerk was still in 
the hospital a week later.)—Pathfinder. 


First Marine: “So you haven’t seen your 
uncle for ten years. What’s he been doing?” 


Second Ditto: “Ten years.” 


Mr. Newrich (touring in his new car): 
Where are we now? 
Chauffeur: Half-way between Paris and 
Marseilles, sir. 
Mr. Newrich: Don’t bother me with de- 
tails. What country are we in? 
—Vart Hem. 


A man had a severe attack of pneu- 
monia and a doctor was called in. After 
a thorough examination the doctor said: 

‘*You are a musician, I think, and play 
a wind instrument?’’ 

‘*That explains everything. There is a 
distinct straining of the lungs, and the 
larynx is inflamed as though by some ab- 
normal pressure. What instrument do you 
play??? 


‘*The concertina.’ ’—-Answers. 


‘*Do you know, our new minister is just 
wonderful. He brings home to you things 
that you never saw before.’’ 

‘*That’s nothing; we have a laundryman 
who does the same thing.’’—Walla-Walla. 


‘*Hey, you can’t dance that way in here.’’ 

‘*But—this is interpretative dancing.’’ 

‘*Then, I’m interpreting it the wrong 
way.’’—-Omaha Wigwam. 


**And so you are an ex-slave,’’ said the 
traveler in the South. ‘‘How interesting. 
But when the war was ended you got your 
freedom?’’ 

‘*No, suh,’’ replied Uncle Rastus, 
didn’t get no freedom. 


se Ah 
Ah was married.’’ 
~—Path finder. 
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DISCOUNT FOR CASH 


A Chinese entered the office of an Ameri- 
ean lawyer and asked the fee required to 
get him off a charge of murder. 

‘*Five thousand dollars,’’ he was told. 

Counting out the money carefully, the 
Chinese said: 

**Vellee good. Now I go killee man.’’ 

—Tit-Bits. 

First Attorney—‘‘ Your Honor, unfortun- 
ately, I am opposed by an unmitigated 
scoundrel.’’ 

Second Attorney—‘‘ My learned friend is 
such a notorious liar—’’ 

Judge (sharply )—‘‘ The counsel will kind- 
ly confine their remarks to such matters as 
are in dispute.’’ 


First Boy—‘‘ My father is a brave man, 
he is. He killed five lions and an elephant 
in Africa single-handed.’’ 

Second Boy—‘‘ Bosh, that’s nothing. My 
dad bought a new sedan when ma wanted 
a coupe.’’—Wednesday Nite Life. 


*<T ean read you like a book, John.’’ 

*‘*Why don’t you, then? You skip what 
you don’t like in a book, and linger over it 
in me.’’—Boston Transcript. 


Two Irishmen were traveling through a 
very muddy country late one afternoon when 
to their surprise they discovered a hat lying 
in the middle of the road. Picking up the 
hat, they found a man under it almost 
strangled by the mud. 

Said Pat: ‘‘Faith, it’s deep in the mud 
ye are, man!’’ He who was under the hat 
answered, ‘‘ Why, you fool, you don’t know 
anything about mud. I’m standing on a 
wagon-load of hay.’’—Pathfinder. 


Mistress—‘‘Wang, Wang! Yesterday 
you broke two vases and today you have 
broken three plates and four cups. What 
will be broken tomorrow, at this rate?’’ 

Wang—‘‘Not so muchee, missy, Master 
give me tomorrow off, go homeside.’’ 

—The Sentinel. 


> 

Revue Dancer—The manager bought me 
a swell costume for my Wood Nymph num- 
ber last night, but I refused to wear it. 


Boy Friend—Gosh, I'll bet you must have 
been a sensation! 
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BOOKS—Passing in Review 


By Frank Hunt Rentfrow 
AN INSPECTION OF SERVICE LITERATURE 


TROPICAL MADNESS 
TOO MANY BOATS, By Charles L. Clif 
ford (Little, Brown). $2.00 


When the dogs of war were unleashed 
in France, Uncle Sam selected certain army 
officers and sent them half the world away 
in the opposite direction. Some were sent 
because they were deficient in the lore of 
their profession; some were irresponsible, 
spineless; a few had been born of Teutonic 
forebears; and a greater minority were 
good soldiers who had at one time or an- 
other stained the purity of their reeords 
with an indelible blot of human foible. 

Sweltering in the heat of the Philippines, 
Captain Coates commanded a_ troop of 
Negro cavalry. His mistake had been too 
great an eagerness to get to France. The 
political strings he had been pulling 
snapped in his hands. And instead of the 
thrill of slashing corporeal heads with his 
saber, he vented his spleen on padded tar 
get dummies, or worked off his frustration 
in pursuit of a polo ball. 

But Captain Coates was not without his 
warfare against .the Hun. His squadron 
commander, Major Von Kurtz, a Prussian 
martinet by nature, was as hostile and dis 
agreeable as was possible. 

The handful of white officers and their 
ladies existed under conditions that were 
extremely trying. Their social cliques, with 
attendant ostracism, would have been 
humorous if it hadn’t been so ghastly. The 
result was that each individual felt and 
acted as if he had ‘‘missed too many 
boats,’’ which in service vernacular means 
about one small step from downright in 
sanity. 

Captain Coates is an eligible victim for 
the enamored women, but the only nearly 
successful conquest is the one launched by 
Thelma Von Kurtz, whose unparalleled 
beauty is paradoxically her greatest asset 
and her greatest liability. 

The story is well put together and the 
characterization is splendid, especially old 
**Bolo Bill,’’ a lieutenant-colonel who isn’t 
quite as crazy as his intimates believe. 
While not flattering to the military service, 
Mr. Clifford is obviously attempting to 
portray individuals and their reactions, and 
not army officers as a elass. 

Perhaps you read this yarn in Redbook, 
a few months back when it was published 
under the title ‘‘Parade Ground.’’ How- 
ever, it was considerably abridged and is 
certainly worth re-reading in its entirety. 


ROVING REPORTER 
CANNIBAL QUEST, By 
(Farrar & Rinehart). 
Mr. Sinelair, whose ‘‘ Footloose in In- 
dia’’ was so favorably received as one of 
the better travel books, offers now a com- 

panion work in ‘‘Cannibal Quest.’’ 

The editors of a Toronot newspaper 
ealled Sinelair into their office, gave him 
money and a portable typewriter, and sent 
him on his merry way questing for strange 
stories in far away countries. He was sue- 
eessful, meeting with new adventures and 
fresh stories daily. 

Jumping off from Australia, the roving 
reporter made his first stop in New Guinea, 
‘fan unknown, unexplored, unmapped 
jungle-hell where bone-erushing savages live 
as they lived in the stone age, with neither 
clothes nor tools nor laws nor fears.’’ 

He encountered many strange things in 
this land of head-hunters, incongruous 
things, like the village of Wau, unmapped, 
surrounded by hostile savages. Neither 
roads nor rivers lead to it. Telephones are 
unknown. ‘‘But the most courageous air 
line in the East serves Wau so well that 
thousands of tons of human ecareass, sup- 
plies, machinery and explosives are carried 
over the 13,000-foot Owen Stanley moun- 
tain range and landed every month. 
They ’ve never had a fatal accident.’’ 

After hair-raising experiences in New 
Guinea, Sinclair journeys to the ‘‘South 
Sea Paradise,’’ Bali, where there has been 
no murder for eighteen years. ‘‘ Divorce 
is unknown. With a million people, there is 
but one jail and it’s empty. There is no 
orphanage, poor-house or insane asylum. 
There is no income tax, no army or navy. 
I never saw a cop but IL think there are 
some. The natives never heard of gang- 
sters, racketeers or alimony.’’ 

From this veritable paradise it is only 
a short distance to Java. And from Java 
the wanderer ‘‘swung over the equator to 
Singapore,’’ and found the sinful city had 
reformed; although he learned many inter- 
esting stories. 

Borneo was the next stop, with its wild 
men, thirty-one-foot pythons, and croco- 
diles the size of young gunboats. He 
learned of strange tribal customs; but, 
then, perhaps, the natives would laugh at 
some of our own. 

Sinelair circled the island of Borneo, 
then up the Malay Peninsula to Siam, 
thence to India on the Road to Mandalay. 
He crossed India, but not without adven- 
tures. 


Gordon Sinelair 
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Any desired book may be purchased 

through the LEATHERNECK BOOK 

SERVICE, and we especially recom- 
mend the following: 


HERE ARE MY PEOPLE. By Arthur 
J. Burks (Funk and Wagnalls). Mr. Burks, 
former Marine officer, writes the story of 
the state of Washington as seen through 
the eyes of those who helped fashion it. 

$2.50 

CAN WE LIMIT WAR? By Hoffman 
Nickerson (Stokes). A study of war in its 
many ramifications, its inevitability, and its 
limitations through economic, social and 
other deciding factors. The book includes, 
also, a series of parallelisms between for- 
mer wars and the organized butchery known 
as the war of humanity. $2.75 

OLD GIMLET EYE. By Smedley D. 
Butler, as told to Lowell Thomas (Farrar 
& Rinehart). The adventures of General 
Butler during his life in the Marine Corps. 
Every Marine should read this story. $2.75 

RICHARD HARDING DAVIS. By Fair- 
fax Downey (Seribner’s). The biography 
of the King of War Correspondents and 
his thrilling adventures in six wars. $3.00 

SHOES THAT HAD WALKED TWICE. 
By Jean Toussiant-Samat. Translated from 
the French by Elizabeth Abbott (Lippin- 
cott). A murder mystery, involving sui- 


cide, kidnapping and international espio- 
nage. $2.00 
THE DRAGON MURDER CASE. By 
S. S. Van Dine (Seribner’s). Another 


Philo Vance mystery tale to delight the 
Van Dine fans. This one borders on super- 
natural things, but proves to be an earth- 
ly affair after all. $2.00 

VOODOOS and OBEAHS. By Joseph J. 
Williams, S. J. (Dial Press). Black magie 
in Haiti and Africa. A comprehensive 
study of the practice of Voodooism, its 
history and characteristics. These data are 
the result of a quarter of a century’s ex- 
perience in the West Indies. $3.00 

BLACK BAGDAD. By John H. Craige 
(Minton, Baleh). A Marine officer’s story 
of the occupation of Haiti. Horror and 
humor stalk through the pages of this un- 
usual yarn. $3.00 

THE FIRST WORLD WAR. Edited by 
Laurance Stallings (Simon and Schuster). 
A photographie record of the World War. 
Some of the most beautiful specimens of 
photography ever gathered between the 
pages of a book, detailing the human ele- 
ment and emotion of the war. $3.50 

AMERICA SELF CONTAINED. By 
Samuel Crother (Doubleday Doran). A 
timely discussion of an important subject. 
The economic independence of the United 
States is explained thoroughly. $2.00 

THE WHITE ARMIES OF RUSSIA. 
By George Stewart (Macmillan). The grim 
struggle between the White and the Red 
forces that tore Russia. $4.00 

CHINESE GORDON. By H. E. Wortham 
(Little, Brown). The biography of the 
Christian warrior, General Charles George 
Gordon, R. E. A _ military genius, was 
Gordon, fighting in the Crimean War, de- 
fending Shanghai against the Taiping reb- 


els, and campaigning in India. $3.50 
THE CAT HAD NINE LIVES. By 
Achmed Abdullah (Farrar & Rinehart). 


A collection of reminiscences from the pen 
of an 
nents his playground. 


adventurer who called four conti- 
$3.00 
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THOUGHTS BY THE RADIO 
FEBRUARY 22, 1934 
By Rose Mary Burdick 


Chopin’s sad musie throbs across the sea, 
I sit and listen, near a vacant chair; 
A queen’s lone heart bears my heart com- 
pany, 
Her ‘‘All is finished,’’ beats upon my 
ear; 
Above the bugles and the drums, to me 
There rings her cry of loneliness and 
fear. 


Pull high our starry flag, for Washington, 
Then drop it to half-mast: Albert lies 
dead. 
From some far height in Heaven, they 
wateh, each one, 
Flags red and white and blue; flags yel- 
low, black and red; 
So different—yet the same at set of sun: 
Both dyed with heroes’ blood—those 
stripes of red! 


EAST OF PORT AU PRINCE 
By Charles William Brinkman 
‘«Draw up your chairs, I’ve a tale to tell,’’ 

Said a Leatherneck named Fince, 
*<Of a small patrol that got shot to Hell 
In the hills back of Port au Prince... 


“*Tt was back in nineteen-twenty, 
At the close of a Haitian day, 

We made our camp at a jungle’s edge 
Where a mountain’s deep shade lay. 


‘‘There was Larry and Bill and Sergeant 
Shean, 
Micky and Spike and Me, 
And a lanky Marine named Pete McBreen 
From somewhere in Tennessee. 


‘‘We built a fire and cooked some slum 
And a pot of weak jamoke, 

And washed it down with Three Star Rum 
While Pete cracked a worn-out joke. 


*<Soon the sun sank to rest out Cuba way, 
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And the jungle shadows grew deep; 
We sat and watched the fire-flies play 
And the flames of the campfire leap. 


‘Then suddenly we heard a shout, 
The tramping of many feet, 

And high in the mountains ’round about 
The Voodoo tom-toms beat. 


‘¢4 machine gun spoke from a bush nearby, 
And bullets sped by like rain; 

Micky the Kid gave a little sigh 
As a slug tore a hole through his brain. 


‘‘We hadn’t time to think or plan, 
There was nothing to do but fight— 
Our Springfields barked and the siege began 
As the Spicks closed in on our right. 


‘‘Low in the east ’rose a blood-red moon 
That hung like a lamp in the sky, 
The wind in the jungle crooned a_ sad, 
weird tune 
And T thought, ‘Who’s the next to die?’ 


‘<©¥ou,’ moaned the wind in the jungle 
growth, 
‘You,’ sang the bullets gay— 
IT turned my head at the sound of an oath: 
The sergeant had passed on his way. 


*<Closer yet closer the Spicks closed in, 
Now an inch, now a foot, now a rod, 
Their yells filled the night with a hellish din 
And our hearts with the fear of God. 


‘‘The night wore on and the moon rode 
high, 
And the wind sang a song in ‘C’— 
The lad on my right laid down to die... 
It was Pete from Tennessee. 


*¢ ‘Well, it won’t be long,’ I said to Spike, 
‘It won’t be long,’ said Bill, 

‘It won’t be long,’ said Larry the ‘ Kike,’ 
Moaned the wind, ‘Not long until—’ 


‘<Behind the bush the machine gun coughed, 
Spewing its pellets of death; 
The man in the moon looked down from 
aloft 
As Spike drew his final breath. 


‘¢Then all at once the moon went out 
Like a match in a sudden gale, 
The wind’s voice ’rose to a high-pitched 
shout 
Then sank to an eerie wail. 


‘‘While all around us the lightning flashed, 
Gamboled and streaked and played; 
The whole world shook as the thunder 
crashed, 
And the mountains rocked and swayed. 


‘¢And rain swept down from the frowning 
sky 
On living and dead alike. 
We huddled together like pigs in a sty 
Awaiting the fall of the knife. 


‘«The firing had ceased—had the bandits 
fled ; 
Fearing the wrath of God?— 
We crouched still lower among our dead, 
Close to the blood-stained sod. 


‘*The hours dragged by, the storm passed 
on, 
And the night stole slowly away, 
Far off in the east gray fingers of dawn 
Traced the plan of another day. 


‘¢We raised our heads and glanced around 
In the dawn’s uncertain light, 

Surprised that the enemy made no sound 
Nor moved to resume the fight... .’’ 


Here big Fince paused while he rolled a 


fag 
With fingers that trembled and shook, 


Fifteen 


He pursed his lips and took a drag— 
In his eyes lurked a funny look... 


**As I said before, we looked around 
But there wasn’t much to be seen 
Save a great, wide crack in the rocky 
ground 
Where the Lewis gun had been! 


seattered about shapeless 
Things 
That had once been stalwart Spicks, 
Scorched by the lightning’s fiery stings, 
Lying around like sticks! 


‘*Well, we buried our dead in the stony 
ground, 
Leaving the Spicks for the crows, 
While the mountains ’round looked down 
and frowned 
On the doings of Marines and their woes. 


‘*The sun came up like a golden ball 
Out of the land of Nod, 

And poised just over the mountains tall, 
In the land of the Voodoo God. 


‘*We hit the trail with downeast mien, 
Larry and Bill and Me. 

Behind slept Micky and Spike and Shean 
And Pete from Tennessee . . 


**And that’s the yarn I had to tell,’’ 
Said the Leatherneck named Finee, 

‘*Of the small patrol that got shot to Hell 
In the hills back of Port au Prinee...’? 


Fince ’rose from his chair with a weary 
sigh 

And said, ‘‘Strange as it may seem—?’? 

He strode to the door and waved good-bye— 

was only a Leatherneck’s dream! 


COMMUNISM 
By Hair-Trigger Hop 


You think it strange, indeed, that I have 
rent 

The chains of flesh that bound me to your 
side. 

You seek an answer to my banishment, 

Consulting mirrors in your foolish pride. 

They tell you true—you have two brilliant 
eyes, 

And all the charms a goddess ever claimed, 

But mirrors show no stars in tropic skies, 

Nor brazen hills with beaten gold inflamed. 

Your voice is soft; but every crooning 
breeze 

Sobs like a lyre strummed by master hands, 

And gay plumed birds, at rest in verdant 
trees, 

Throb out their songs of wondrous, distant 
lands. 

You say I share with others—Well, ’tis 
true; 

I share them, yes; but what, my dear, of 
you? 


LIFE’S ILLUSION 


By Alexander Louis Fraser 


He toiled and saved his earnings every day, 
But starved his mind, and grasped at 
common things; 
His prisoned soul ne’er struggled out of 
clay, 
His better nature never found its wings. 


He hoped to sit with Happiness at last, 
Mansioned, sufficient, when he would be 
old; 
But he was just a graveyard! and the past 
Left naught for him but rude a pile of 
gold. 
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GREAT LAKES GOSSIP 
By Knute 


As William Jennings Bryan hoped for 
the Presidency and that prohibition would 
continue in these United States, we too 
hope that the Corps has not forgotten the 
fact that Marines still exist at Great 
Lakes. If it has, it is up to us to refresh 
its memory. 

Since the departure of Major Leroy P. 
Hunt for duty at Marine Corps Headquar- 
ters in Washington, D. C., the detachment 
has been under the command of Ist Lt. K. 
W. Benner. We were sorry to see the ma- 
jor leave, for he was the sort of man to 
imbue the command with the energy neces- 
sary to the form: ition of a real detachment. 
From all appearances though, Lieutenant 
Benner is following in his footsteps. First 
Sergeant Curcey has replaced Taylor in the 
office for the pencil pushin’ and skull work, 
and is doing a first class job of it. More 
power to you, Top! 

Much to the regret of the detachment, 
Private First Class Thomas was retained 
for duty, thwarting everyone’s chance to 
get acquainted with the fair sex. Well, 
everyone can’t be born both rich and hand- 
some—though concensus of opinion has it 
that he was cheated of both. How about 
it, Tommy? And by the way, what hap- 
pened to the intended nuptials? Since the 
dashing man with all the IT, better known 
to his intimates as Moleski, has left, the 
only man who seems able to fill the bill is 
the Joplin Flash, or better yet, Corporal 
Clay. From the stern and rock bound coast 
of Great Lakes to the far-flung city limits 
of Chicago on the south, the Flash has 
them under control, and is getting stronger 
every day. We wonder just who it is who 
has Dean Johnson going to the Big City 
every time he gets a chance. 

That dog of Sergeant McGuire’s has a 
superiority complex. Better watch him, 
Mae, or you will find yourself eating him 
some night for a hamburger. 

The cold weather seems to have no effect 
on Lesch and his bicycle. Whether it is 
snowing or raining pitchforks and anvils, 
a-eyeling he will go. 

Since Butch Murphy has been promoted 
to the position of chauffeur for Captain 
Powell he has been absent from the nightly 
bull-throwing contests. Some have remarked 
that he is taking a private course in driv- 
ing in order to go to Indianapolis when he 
gets out. Okay, Butch! 

Anyone desiring to learn the gentle art 
of boiler-firing, see Rebel MeQuern at the 
barracks. Mac says that he is not a ma- 
gician, but he sho’ can make them black 
diamonds disappear. You tellin’ us? It’s a 
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wonder that there are any thermometers 
left in the barracks. The Goddess of Luck 
must be with us this winter. So far there 
have been no blizzards, and the tempera- 
ture has stayed within the bounds of 
reason. 

Then we have the Marine who went to 
the station barber and borrowed thirty-five 
eents to go out and get a haircut. What- 
taman! Whattaman! 

There have been quite a few discharges 
within the last month, and they played 
havoc with the guard list. The office went 
into a huddle, used the double wing-back 
formation, shifted to the right, and went 
through for a touchdown. And everyone is 
happy over the results. Yowzah! 

Peatbog Peck has been given charge of 
the stables since the discharge of O’Bry- 
ant. Pat remarked that he was going back 
to the farm and forget all about the Corps. 
Well, mebbyso. We have heard that story 
before. Don’t forget, Pat, that you’re al- 
ways welcome back. 

Not content with having a watch on the 
mounted patrol, Plumley, the ol’ maestro 
of the bangtails, is sandbaggin’ ’em for 
all they are worth. Stick with ’em, keed, 
and JayPee Morgan will have nothing on 
you! 

Mooney and his wreck were making such 
wonderful time on the road to Chi the other 
day that he shoved the radiator right back 
against the fan. 

We see that Kugler, the mail orderly, 
has brought the ol’ Pontiac out of obseur- 
ity. Whatsamatter with the Studee, Red? 
Did she just naturally quit? Or did you 
give up all hope of getting it to hit on 
all six? 

Our up and coming mess sergeant is 
burning midnight oil in an attempt to dope 
out a menu for the mess. This is his first 
erack at the job, but he’s certainly making 
a go of it. 

Far, far into the night the ol’ dopester 
could rave about the happenings here, but 
that would be overdoing it, so he will hold 
back for the next issue. Until then, take it 
easy. We might get the whole fifteen per 
cent back! 


GROWLS FROM 1 THE BIG HOUSE 


In other words, from the Marine Detach- 
ment, Naval Prison, Navy Yard, Ports- 
mouth, New Hampshire, a detachment of 
8 officers and 122 enlisted men, after bat- 
tling Ol’ Man Mereury ’way down in the 
10-20 below region, hope earnestly and fer- 
vently for an early spring. 

As for our personnel, our commanding 
officer is none other than Lieutenant Colo- 
nel J. A. Rossell—a fine, capable and up- 
standing officer. Our ‘‘Exec’’ is Major 


J. Q. Adams, also one of the very best. 
The detachment commander is Captain W. 
W. Scott, who is (with apologies to Pop- 
eye’s bosom companion) truly the Gem of 
the Ocean. 

Captain E. U. Hakala is our QM, and 
also OIC, ship’s service. Chief Marine 
Gunner Wiggs is OIC, M and R Depart- 
ment, and is also the captain of our rifle 
team, which has been making a very cred- 
itable showing. Chief Marine Gunner Per- 
ry is OIC of the post fire department, 
Chief Marine Gunner Johnson is in charge 
of many of the prison activities, and Ma- 
rine Gunner Murphy is at present confined 
to the post hospital. 

Our genial Top Soldier is none other 
than the one and only H. R. Hinson, who 
rules the detachment like nobody’s busi- 
ness. His assistants are Privates Ochrem 
and Norcross, of which the former is get- 
ting short, and is contemplating life on the 
outside. Think it over, Bennie; beans 
aren’t so bad. 

We have a comparatively large number 
of men who are due for discharge in the 
not-too-distant future. 

Corporal Mareos, the Kid from Spain, 
is very much a-flutter over a certain femme 
from Newburyport. Gunnery Private Hop- 
kins and Private Priattie claim the distine- 
tion of being able to toss many, many 
acey-deuceys in the grand old game of craps, 
while J. D. ‘‘Lucky’’ Smith and Corporal 
Freeman can toss more ‘‘Nachels’’ than 
any human ought to be allowed to throw. 
How about showing us how to stack them, 
J. D.? We know that fun is fun—but 
who said that was funny? 

Our basketball team is ‘‘ goin’ to town’’” 
these days, winning more than their share 
of the games. 

Better sign off now, before the weather 
gets cold again, and I say what I’d like 
to say about this place. See y’all next 
month. 


M. D., U. S. N. H., BROOKLYN, 
N. Y. 


This month wasn’t without its news. 
Dave brought a pack of cigarettes, Mere- 
dith finally took his examinations for a 
berth on the New York Cops, Wine, 
Rhodes, and Gleman were paid off, and 
‘*spring has sprung.’’ 

Enough can’t be said in praise of Mor- 
rison’s endeavors to be an adagio dancer. 
At night he trips lightly about in dancing 
school, and by day he practices his lindy 
hop, boop-a-doop drag, or quadrille in the 
gate house, to his whistling accompaniment 
and the merriment of those of us who 
don’t appreciate the finer things in life. 

Gianjiobbee and Gladiososky are the offi- 
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cial laundrymen and pressmen, Clark hav- 
ing resigned to while away his time clean- 
ing cars. 

Two army air mail pilots cracked up and 
were brought to this hospital for treat- 
ment. During the rush of newspaper re- 
porters someone could have told a passerby 
that one of our CWA men was discovered 
working, and created nearly as much ex- 
citement. 

We certainly appreciate the privilege of 
having our dances here, and those the Red 
Cross has held here for us. They have all 
been as enjoyable and well done as anyone 
could wish for. The St. Valentine dance, 
held in the Corpsmen’s Quarters, was cer- 
tainly a dance we all will remember as one 
of the best held thus far. From all indica- 
tions and the past successes of our dances 
here, we may look forward to one a month, 

Duty goes on as per schedule. Hagler 
relieved Wine as Commanding Officer’s 
Orderly. The Brig, Standby, and Gate 
watches complete the duty list. Four on 
and twenty-four off has been the tune for 
several months. 

Colder days I’ve seen, but not for long. 
Fourteen below zero was the weather ra- 
tion recently. Everything but the flag pole 
froze up and it had icicles on it. 

Having as a last resort ealled on the 
weather for news, and presented its offer- 
ing I’!l elose another chapter. 


NUGGETS FROM 
GOULD ISLAND 


By Sadie Sawdy 


Greetings and other forms of salutation 
from the Naval Air Detail, Gould Island, 
Newport, Rhode Island. First of all, con- 
gratulations to our former shipmate (now 
doing duty on the USS. Outside), ex- 
Drummer Miller, on the aequisition of a 
better three-quarters. D. R. (Kid) Knox 
is broken-hearted. It seems that his girl 
in Fall River has presented him with the 
Royal Order of the Big Go-By, but we pre- 
dict that he will make an early recovery, 
beeause he seems to have many more. 

‘*Chick’’ Healy has returned from an- 
other week-end in the ‘‘Hub City’’ with 
his weakness. Stand by, lad. Dame rumor 
hath it that wedding bells are soon to 
sound in the distance. It seems that ‘* Pud- 
dinhead’’ Jones went home to wifey last 
week-end, and came back all in one section, 
so all must be well again in Melrose. 

‘¢Sister’’ Trapp is still growling, after 
fourteen years in the outfit, He may 
change after another twenty years or there- 
abouts. 

We take great pleasure in introducing 
at this point a no less personage than 
‘*Daredevil Don’’ Graham, our first class 
**Mech.’’ He is the Newport playboy, but 
is seriously considering changing his head- 
quarters to Fall River—or is it Boston, 
Don? 

Just a word or two dozen about our home 
here. Our schedule is as follows: 7:00 to 
8:00, breakfast and police call; 8:00 to 
8:30, unlaxation period; 9:00 to 9:30, 
school; unlax again until 10:00; 10:00 to 
10:30, drill; back to the bunk again until 
luncheon is served at high noon. So much 
for the morning. From 1:00 until 4:00, 
snoooo0000000ze; tea ‘is served at hawf 
awfter fouah, and dinner at nine. Oh deah, 
deah me! And that seems to be that. 

We must not forget our jovial cook. ‘‘In 
the name of White we live!’’ 

We present our boss, Corporal Harry 
Harrington, two-sixty-five in his socks (no 
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shoes), and it is whispered about that he 
slings a mean line of Mah Jong, eats four 
helpings of everything at each meal (and 
he eats five times a day), and—well, why 
tell the rest? 

And now, ladeez and gents, here is the 
news you have been waiting for: We have 
with us RONALD COLEMAN (not the 
actor), Newport’s gift to women. He has 
decided to stay aboard for another week 
and give the Newport socialities a break. 
‘*Brother’’ Gable has a new Ford V-8. 
Not bad, Clark, not bad at all. And do he 
go places? We lost a grandfather once, 
Gabe, but he didn’t do so well as you. 

We take pleasure in introducing ‘‘Gigolo 
Jack’’ Spaulding and ‘‘Tugboat Annie’’ 
in ‘*‘Down on the Farm.’’ 

*<Blondeboy’’ (result of three washes 
with ‘‘Blondex’’) Sawdy has hooked up 
with a Newport Athletic (or is it Nudist?) 
Club. 


HAWTHORNE BREVITIES 
By G. Callan 

Well here we are again after about four 
months’ leave, so there should be a little to 
be heard from the land of sagebrush and 
sand, 

In January our CO, Capt. L. W. Burn- 
ham, took his ‘‘Blackfaced’’ minstrels to 
Tonopah, Nevada, to put on a show for the 
people of that town. The Rotary Club of 
Tonopah sponsored the trip. After a dandy 
**chow’’ given by them, the east of the 
show assembled at the High School audi- 
torium to dress. The members were: Cap- 
tain Burnham, Interlocutor; Mr. Wellons, 
Mr. Bernruter, Mr. Mullens; Corporals 
Peterson and King; Privates First Class 
Dixon, L. E. Smith, Schonert and MeClure; 
Privates White, Severson, Rosemark, Rich- 
ardson, Callan, ‘‘Red’’ Smith, Ryle, Raf- 
ferty. Privates First Class Nobles and 
Kieny along with the assistance of Misses 
Gould and Gurr furnished the music. The 
show started at 8 P. M., and was over at 
10:45 P. M., then the orchestra played for 
dancing until about 2 A. M., and did 
those Murines enjoy themselves! We are 
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all hoping that we will go to Tonopah again 
soon. Mrs. Burnham, Mrs. L. E. Smith, 
Mrs. King and Mrs. Callan also made the 
trip. 

Private First Class L. E. Smith ‘‘ got 
hitched’’ on the sly in January to one of 
the local gals. A party was given for the 
newlyweds at the Club House with dane- 
ing till the wee hours of morning. Congrats 
and success to you both. The Marine Orches- 
tra under the direction of Private First 
Class ‘‘Tiger’’ Nobles made their first 
debut at the dance. 

Now to tell you Leathernecks more about 
our orchestra. About four months ago 
Captain Burnham decided he would like to 
have an orchestra here at the post, so he 
called ‘*Tiger’’ Nobles, who has had three 
years’ experience with Marine Corps Post 
Bands, into his office and had a long talk 
with him. Soon after Nobles came out 
there was a call for musicians. About 
twenty answered. In about two weeks they 
reduced to twelve which is the present 
number in the orchestra. The work teach- 
ing and coaching the men up on gsax’s 
proved a little too much for ‘‘Tiger’’ so 
for an assistant he got Miss Stella Stinson 
from Hawthorne to help him. Until our 
piano player, Private ‘‘ Baston’’ MePartlin, 
brushes up on his jazz numbers, Miss Gould 
is the pianist for the orchestra. The mem- 
bers of the orchestra are as follows: Pri- 
vate Ryle, drums; Private Rafferty, bass 
sax; Corporal King, sax; Private First 
Class Nobles, sax and elarionet; Private 
Sheridan, sax; Corporal Peterson, sax, 
Miss Stella Stinson, sax; Private Rose- 
mark, soprano sax; Private First Class 
Kieny, trumpet; Private First Class Chap- 
man, banjo; Private First Class L. E. 
Smith, guitar; Private MePartlin, piano. 

Since the last writing we have lost some 
of the members of the detachment. Pri- 
vates Timmerman, Shelbym, Severson, Clop- 
ton and Fuchs, left for Mare Island. Fuchs 
went aboard the Chicago, as he believed 
there would not be so many police Sgts. 
there. 

Our latest arrivals are Privates First 
Class Franke and Brown, Privates MePart- 


HAWTHORNE MARINE BASKETBALL TEAM 
Left to right: Powell, Bachman, Brown, Leslie, Dragge, Blaising, Jacobsen and Lawter 
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HAWTHORNE MARINE ORCHESTRA 


Left to right, back: Nobles, Peterson, Miss Stinson (assistant inst.), McPartlin, Sheridan. 
Left to right, front: Rafferty, Chapman, Ryle, Smith and King. Middle: Rosemark, Kieny. 


lin, Welch, Hardman, ‘‘Reb’’ Holmes and 
Atkinson. 

Corporal Warhol (the terrible pole) was 
made assistant to our Police Sergeant 
Carden. 

‘*Badger Bill’’ Campbell and ‘‘ High 
Grade’’ Nelson, two of our non coms, have 
the gold fever. It seems that they panned 
out a little color and immediately staked 
a claim and have been working it every 
day. Campbell says there are nuggets as 
big as foot lockers there and they have no 
way to ship ‘em. 

After taking off from the highway be 
tween here and Reno, First Sergeant Hill 
attempted to make a three-point landing, 
the landing was a huge suceess only there 
seems to have been more than three points 
to it, result: one smashed car and a few 
cuts and bruises. 

Sergeant MeCorkle had a few men at the 
rifle range last week and didn’t do so bad 
on record day. Seores were MeCorkle 327, 
Mathis 317, King 313, Chapman 318, Kieny 
298 and D. L. Smith 299. That completed 
firing on our old range. Our new range 
will be completed in another month and be- 
lieve me it will be a dandy. Pvt. J. H. 
Purdy managed to build a new .22-eal. 
range prior to doing a one and a half from 
the second deck of the barracks. 

Our basketball team finished a tough sea- 
son on the night of the 2nd by beating 
Fallon (who puts elaim to State Cham 
pionship) by a seore of 34-32. It seemed 
to be Bachman’s night to go and what I 
mean he did. The team finished with an 
average of around 675 for the season. The 
members of the squad were, Lawter, Powell, 
Leslie, Bachman, Brown, Thompson, Blais 
ing and ‘*Big’’ Jake. They played some 
of the toughest teums in the state and came 
through with some very execllent playing. 
‘*Dead Eye’’ Leslie coached the outfit and 
came through with scoring honors, three 
(3) points all season; that is pretty good 
for you, Swede. 

On the night of February 21st the yard 
workmen gave a dance to which all the 
Marines were invited. Dancing started at 
nine and lasted until four A. M. There 
were many guests from Hawthorne, Mina, 


Tonopah, Fallon and Reno. Luneh was 
served at midnight. The dance was a 
‘Wow’? and it won’t be long before we’ll 
have another. 

We had a mighty fine dinner here on 
Washington’s Birthday. The married men 
brought their wives. Good going, ‘‘ Pete.’’ 
Much of the eredit for our swell mess goes 
to Corporal ‘‘Pop Eye’’ Peterson our erst 
while mess Sgt. 

We sure feel for you guys up in N. H. 
and places where all the snow is and we 
still believe we have the climate here that 
California claims that they have. 

**Adios’’ until next month. 


M. D., U. S. N. H., 
BROOKLYN, N. Y. 
By C. B. C. 

Detachment life goes on with unabated 
regularity. One of the many advantages 
of this detachment is the absolute certainty 
that one day will be exactly like the next, 
save on field day, when the wheels of in- 
dustry turn furiously in preparation for 
Saturday’s inspection. 

On February third the detachment per- 
sonnel lost the valued assistance of Private 
Ivy. As a eivilian, Ivy undoubtedly has 
a bright future awaiting him. Unusually 
regular in his habits is this man. Fourteen 
hours a day are devoted to bunk fatigue, 
four hours to watch, and the rest to the 
life of a married man ashore. Wide and 
varied were his abilities. As chef he did 
himself at least four pots of tea daily on 
his electric stove; as an electrician, no 
fuse was safe when his mind turned to 
electricity; and, last but not least, he did 
marvelously at saying nothing. Private 
Mulaney relieved Ivy, but thus far has in 
no particular shown himself different from 
any of the rest of us, and so is above re- 
proach. 

No little interest has been shown in Con- 
ley’s loss of his front teeth. The front 
of his upper erockery looks like the rear 
rank of a skeleton squad. Conley’s loss of 
his ‘*Pepsodent Smile’’ was due to his 
frequent visits to the dentist last month. 
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He expects to have his ‘‘store teeth’’ in 
soon, 

Something should be said about the de- 
plorable practice that Corporal Meridith 
has made his in ealling Willie Morrison 
‘*Darling.’’ His public avowals of his 
high regard for the ‘‘foo-foo’’ queen have 
been scandalous, and Willie, who attends 
dancing classes, blushingly threatens to put 
him on report. 

It has been truthfully said that few 
things are certain save death and taxes, 
but now its death, taxes, and a continua- 
tion of the pay cut. Now that we’ve been 
eut 15 per cent, I hear that we’ll get a 
5 per cent raise. Well, that’s one way of 
getting a raise. We are now favored by a 
decreased clothing allowance—there’s no 
use being broke if you can’t be ragged 
too, and there’s nothing so embarrassing 
as being well-dressed but flat broke. 

These big laundry corporations sure are 
bad, especially the Clark-Giangiobbe Syn- 
dicate. It’s nice, you know, when your 
best white shirt comes back from the 
Clark-Giangiobbe Laundry in a pitiful state 
of filth and you go to Clark, who prob- 
ably pressed it, and demand redress. Clark 
swears by all that’s holy that Giangiobbe 
forgot to wash it. ‘*‘Giobbe’’ swears with 
both hands and his head that Clark 
scorched it. Then Clark and Giangiobbe 
get together and brazenly tell you that, al- 
though it may be a little scorched and 
slightly soiled on the collars and cuffs, it’s 
really a ease of rust on the bottom of the 
bucket and dirt on the clothesline, and 
that it really wasn’t their fault at all and 
you’re mighty lucky that it isn’t ripped 
half open and most of the buttons torn 
off. Such a life! Oh justice, where art 
thou? 

Through some special act of Providence 
or the M. G. C., our jaunts to the Navy 
Yard to drill have heen ‘‘knocked off.’’ 
We deeply appreciate that, and frequently 
allow it would be powerful brutal to drill 
in this plumb bitter cold weather. 

Gleman attains supreme heights of hap- 
piness, we believe, from grating his teeth. 
As a producer of goose pimples and a 
raiser of the hair, this heathenish practice 
ranks second only to the sound made by 
people who click out tunes on their teeth 
with their fingers. He threatens to grate 
his teeth in German if the chow gets worse 
(God forbid!). Tooth grating in English 
is bad enough, but in German it’s fatal! 

Pvt. ‘*Sechnozzle’’ David asks that it be 
made public that he and Castora were not 
holding hands while walking down Flush- 
ing Avenue—Castora just had holt of 
David ’s little finger. 


PHILADELPHIA NAVY YARD 
By J. A. M. 


The Marine Reservation at this Navy 
Yard is undergoing some changes. The old 
ice plant is being razed; a new heating 
system installed in the post garage; and 
new garages are being constructed. A one- 
thousand-inch range for machine gun prac- 
tice, and an outdoor .22 ealibre range up 
to 200 yards are about finished. This work 
is being pushed by all the officers who are 
directly responsible for the training of 
this ecommand—Col. E. B. Manwaring, our 
Commanding Officer; Capt. F. T. Steele, 
Post Adjutant, and Capt. W. B. Croka, 
commanding the Barracks Detachment. 

In the closing days of last month twen- 
ty-four of our number were transferred to 
various posts; however, the maxim that 
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‘*The loss of one is the gain of another’’ 
still holds true, for hardly had the fare- 
wells of the departing ceased than a draft 
of twenty newcomers was announced from 
Parris Island. 

The present classes of the Motor Trans- 
port and the Armorer’s Schools will grad- 
uate this month and this post is gradually 
filling up with assignments to the next 
classes. The Clerical School will not be 
re-opened until August 1, 1934. 

Small bore rifle shooting is gaining favor 
at this post. Elsewhere in this issue you 
will have an opportunity to read about the 
various matches and their results. 

Duty here is rigid but not arduous, 
though we have both expeditionary and 
basic training schedules to contend with. 
Esprit de Corps seems to be the watchword 
of every member of this command and each 
one is desirous of cheerfully giving the 
best that’s in him. 

Sergeant Major Smith picked up his du- 
ties where he left off when he was trans- 
ferred. However, from the standpoint of 
weather, he received a cold reception; in 
fact, this vicinity is shivering from pent-up 
refrigeration which has not been duplicated 
for nearly a century. 

A late ‘‘flash’’ indicates that ‘‘ Wall 
Street’’ has been beaten at last, which 
news should be of universal interest. Our 
Post Rifle Team trimmed the ‘‘ Boys from 
Stock Exchange’’ to the merry tune of 
sixteen points. 


COLUMN LEFT 
By J. A. Foy 


Being back in the LEATHERNECK again, 
we might aptly entitle this the return of 
Tarzan. However, here at Yorktown, we 
lack apes in spite of insulting remarks you 
may hear. 

Somehow or other this account started 
with animals, so we might as well go all 
the way with it. Which brings us to a 
murder mystery. 

A sinister figure is often seen prowling 
through the woods here. It is none other 
than the mad trapper, Pvt. Leo Bird. As 
Leo means Lion, the plot thickens. 

On the night of Mareh 1, the demon 
trapper’s pet raccoon came to his death at 
the hands of persons unknown. Although 
our trapper stands a little over five feet in 
height, still the name is Leo (which still 
means Lion) and his wrath was terrible to 
behold. In turn he accused and suspected 
every one including Jack the Ripper. Coon 
hides average £4.95, so the pelt was re- 
moved and an autopsy held at the same 
time. The post mortem disclosed nothing 
except that it was a matter of foul play. 
Among the local Pinkertons who volun- 
teered as investigators, some one was so 
crass as to suggest that the Mad Trapper 
had perhaps done the job himself. This 
proved to be the solution. The motive was 
as follows: The Post Exchange is the 
Trapper’s trading post, and the crime was 
committed on the first of Mareh. The 
coon’s name was Bill and as bills are pay- 
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able on the first, he was cashed in. So the 
slate was wiped clean and the Mad Trap- 
per brought to justice by a kangaroo 
eourt. This should be enough for the 
animals. 

To turn from the social to the technical 
news, several men have been paid off here 
lately, among them Private Ahrens and 
Walden, who went help rout the depression. 
Private First Class Penee decided to stay 
with it and shipped over. 


HINGHAM SALVOS 


Someone wanted me to change the title 
of this column to the Hingham Tattler on 
account of all the news leaking out via 
this medium. I’ll give the change consid- 
eration and in the meantime other sugges- 
tions will be weleome and if a change is 
made the lucky winner will be awarded 
a gratis copy of THe LEATHERNECK. 

Moon and Eckhardt still ean’t get over 
the poor hospitality aecorded them at a 
one-horse town police station after their 
accident. Asked for a night’s lodging and 
were refused. I always thought it a good 
policy to stay away from jails, much less 
ask for a lodging. 

Morton returned to our fold from a 
three-months’ furlough and from all indi- 
eations the furlough agreed with him. 

Valentine Day found Gethins downtown 
with a large envelope under one arm and 
chop-chopping to the fair damsel’s home. 
Learned that the charming girl lives in 
Hingham and not in Cohasset. Montplaisir 
decided the upkeep of an automobile was 
too much and sold same to Gosselin for a 
song and threw in the words with it. Law- 
son and Robinson not to be out-done de- 
cided to have a ear also and bought Ben- 
dermeyer’s, prior to his discharge. Ben- 
dermeyer will take off to the wilds of Bal- 
timore in a Marmon. Burnham should go 
in the garage repair business judging from 
the number of ears he has been putting in 
running order. Dube checked over his car 
and found second and reverse gears miss- 
ing. Mueeciaccio had a new eight cylinder 
motor installed in his V8 and has few com 
plaints from the fair sex (that is very 
few). Silverman had a new radiator in- 
stalled on his ear. Watson continues to 
run his ear, rain or shine, sleet or snow, 
with no mishaps. Well, vou fellows can 
have your ears, I’ll stick to my bicyele. 

Papalegis still finds Cambridge a good 
place to spend the week-ends. She cer- 
tainly must be a charming girl. 

No one ean get the dope on Spencer 
Burns since the postmarks are from all 
points in Massachusetts. 

Had a report that Bob Cartmill, our ex- 
post exchange steward is doing great on 
the outside. 

Prunty and Vastine claim to be the 
champion pinochle players; however, Humza 
and Whynaught think differently. With all 
the snow we’ve been having it would be 
an excellent opportunity to settle the argu- 
ment with no one earing a whole lot 
about buying snowshoes to go on liberty. 
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If the snow keeps up it may be that 
Silverman will be wanting a supply of 
snowshoes for the horses. 

Sometime in June we may look forward 
to Sullivan taking off for Wakefield, Mass., 
and it won’t be to fire the rifle course 
either. Too many long distance calls com- 
ing from that section not to be serious. 

Our ex-sergeant major or First Sergeant 
MeCune, as he was better known, still has 
the Marine Corps spirit judging from his 
letters and if any Marine ever hits a town 
in Pennsylvania called New Galilee he may 
be assured of a hearty welcome by Mae. 

Michaelis, who left this post for China, 
certainly writes an interesting letter and 
no doubt it will take a lot te get him away 
from there. Through the medium of THE 
LEATHERNECK, thanks for your letter, 
Mike, and we’ll be writing you soon. 

First Sergeant Olson says he is all set 
on the new changes in pay accounts when 
we get part of our 15 per cent eut back. 
That is, he has worked out a plan for giv- 
ing back at least 10 per cent of the cut. 

O’Neill and Shoemaker survived the last 
blizzard without a frostbite and feel that 
they have passed the stages of another 
siege of cold weather. 

“*Happy’’ Whynaught and Wallace will 
soon be warming up for the opening sea- 
son of baseball and with this line I’ll be 
warming myself up under the blankets; so 
long until next month. ‘‘This column is a 
presentation of the Hingham Marines and 
originated at said barracks.’’ 


NAVAL WAR COLLEGE 
By Lowery 


Last -month’s news contribution found 
favor with. the mother of one of our bas- 
keteers, and since THe LEATHERNECK goes 
into the domain of the Folks Back Home, 
I am sure that they will be interested to 
know that the team has upheld their end 
und has sustained the fine record, as I 
humbly predicted they would in my last 
writing. Taking on all comers, and win- 
ning game after game—which to us on the 
sidelines seemed an impossibility—all 
members of the quintet have played excep- 
tional ball all through the season under 
the management of Sergeant Beckley. They 
rallied to win often when defeat stared 
them in the face and a loss was almost a 
certainty. On several occasions Privates 
Scott, Lail, Wright, and Kirrane modestly 
stole the spotlight with their brilliant 
playing. These boys are really good, and 
their added zest in times of need came 
just at the right time to earry the team 
onward to wind themselves up on top of 
the heap at the close of the season. 

And now, with the receding of basketball 
into the background, our thoughts turn to 
new fields to conquer, and at this time we 
are turning our eyes to the diamond, await- 
ing the time when willow and _ horsehide 
shall meet again. With the clean-cut group 
of athletes at this post, we feel confident 
that we shall be able to whip into shape a 

(Continued on page 52) 
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IE Sunny South is slowing thawing 
out, after one of the most severe 
scold spells we’ve had in years. It 
Means wis so cold here on Parris Island on 
February 10 that the temperature could 
not be recorded; the mereury disappeared 
completely from the thermometers, and 
didn’t reappear until about thirty-six hours 
later. It wus too cold to snow; instead, 
we were treated to a sleet storm, Roads were 
glazed with a coating of ice, and motorists 
had to clean the ice from their windshields 
with cold-chisels. The wise ones coated their 
windshields with onion juice to prevent the 
formation of an opaque shield—routed old 
man Winter with tear gas, so to speak. 
Aleohol fumes issued from boiling radia 
tors, and more than one old campaigner 
thirstily sniffed the breeze as the cars 
zoomed past. We coaxed Tom Henry away 
from his warm fireside to shoot a few 
scenes of real winter. He shivered so much 
that he was unable to hold the camera still. 
But he did sueceed in getting one good 
picture for us. Of course, you-all up 
Nawth and ’way back in thé mountains 
will laugh at us, being used, as you are, 
to having snow in large quantities, but it 
snows here only once in a generation. 

In view of the statement just made, it 
will probably come as a surprise to know 
that skating has become a popular pastime 
on P. I.——but not ice-skating. Roller-skat- 
ing. It threatened to assume the propor- 
tions of an epidemic. Mothers caught it 
from the youngsters, and soon it beeame 


a not unusual sight to see sedate house- 
wives skating to the commissary and to 
other places of business in the Main Sta- 
tion, sailing along like racing yachts, or 
like warships under full steam. Some- 
times the easualties were heavy. We have 
heard stories of three dozen eggs being de- 
molished by a broadside in the twinkle of 
an eye. When the enlisted men took up the 
eraze, it beeame evident that new traffic 
regulations would have to be drawn up for 
its control. Roller-skaters were ruled off 
the streets, except the new conerete road 
to Aviation. This road has been closed to 
all other traffic from 2:30 to 5:30 each 
afternoon, rain or shine, come one, come 
none. But now it is open again. The old 
gymnasium out at East Wing has also been 
placed at the disposal of skaters and makes 
an excellent rink that is well patronized. 

A neighbor of ours who raises chickens 
missed one of his prize hens about a week 
ago. Suspecting that she might have stolen 
away to lay herself a nestful of eggs some- 
where in the weeds, he searched high and 
low for her. Yesterday he found her in the 
field along Aviation Road, opposite the golf 
links. She was setting proudly on a nest 
of golf balls. When he reproached her for 
having hooked them, she looked at him dis- 
dainfully and said, ‘*Me hook them? Take 
a look at those guys across the road and 
you'll see who’s hooking them!’’ 

A few months ago we were bragging 
about the number of boy-babies that the 
stork had brought to Parris Island. Right 
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then he decided to change the brand, and 
has been delivering nothing but girl-babies 
ever since. His last delivery was to the 
home of Sgt. Maj. and Mrs. Leo P. Car- 
tier: a daughter, Rosalie Mary, born Feb- 
ruary 21, 1934. 

The old stork stopped to chat with us a 
while before he lit out for home again, and 
we said to him, ‘‘Well, that makes the 
Sergeant Major the father of four.’’ He 
stood there on one long leg and stroked his 
beak thoughtfully. Then he spat out a quid 
of safety-pins he had been chewing, and 
remarked, ‘‘Yep; but I’ve done better 
than that. On February 22, some time ago, 
I brought a baby who became the father 
of his COUNTRY.’’ 

Whooping cough, measles and mumps 
have made their appearance on Parris 
Island this winter. But so careful have 
been the precautions as to quarantine, ete., 
that none of the ailments was given a 
chance to spread appreciably. Give us the 
good old days, when we were able to cateh 
everything that came down the line and then 
spend many glorious weeks staying home 
from school! Times aren’t what they used 
to be. 

Lieutenant (JG) Joseph D. Sehnebly 
(MC), USN., who has just rejoined us af- 
ter a spell of lumberjacking with the C.C.C. 
at Fort Oglethorpe, has been assigned to 
the duties of family physician and post 
sanitary officer, vice Lt. E. B. Erskine. 
Doctors Erskine and Bitner are not very 
idle these days, due to the absence of Lt. 
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Com. George G. Herman (MC), USN., who 
has been sent to the Naval Hospital, Wash- 
ington, D. C., for treatment. Doetor Her- 
man is our popular operating specialist, 
and his many friends wish for him a speedy 
recovery. 

Two other recent additions to our Navy 
personnel are Lt. Com. C. E. Kelly (DC), 
USN., from the Maryland, and Chief Nurse 
Irene Robertson, from the Naval Hospital 
at Philadelphia. 

Major Edward M. Reno, who had been 
on recruiting duty in Savannah, Georgia, 
has been transferred to Parris Island, and 
is now senior member of the Post Exchange 
Council and of the Post Council of Admin- 
istration. He is also our Publie Relations 
Council and Post Intelligence Officer. 

Captain Robert H. Peper has just re- 
ported for duty here, and it is reported 
that he will take over the duties held in 
the recruit depot at the present time by 
Ist Lt. E. E. Larson. Mr. Larson is under 
orders to the Marine Detachment of the 
USS. Minneapolis. 2nd Lts. A. R. Brunelli 
and F. R. Wieseman, also of the recruit 
depot, are under orders to the Lexington 
and the Minneapolis respectively. 

Captain Myron C. Baker (MC), USN., 
of the Scouting Force, has been ordered to 
Parris Island for duty, and is due here on 
or about June 30, possibly as the relief of 
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Capt. I. S. K. Reeves. Captain Reeves has 
made any himself an enviable record as 
commanding officer of the Naval Hospital 
here, and as medical aide on General 
Berkeley’s staff. His many friends will be 
sorry to see him leave. 

Gunnery Sergeant John Hamas reported 
in today, and will be assigned to duty at 
the rifle range, we hear. Gy-Sgt. John 
Murawski of the recruit depot has been 
transferred to Quantico. He and Mrs. 
Murawski and the baby made the trip in 
John’s ear. Cpl. L. J. Fields of recruit 
depot was transferred to sea school at the 
Norfolk Navy Yard. Sgt. James H. Clem- 
mer and Mrs. Clemmer arrived here from 
Quantico, and have been assigned to quar- 
ters at Aviation which were formerly oc- 
cupied by Sergeant and Mrs. Chambers. 

Pharmacists Mate Second Class Sidney 
Slade Aronson, USN., has been transferred 
to the Naval Air Station, NOB., Norfolk, 
Virginia, for duty with the USS. Ranger. 
Mrs. Aronson and their two small daugh- 
ters went on to New York, where they will 
take up residence during his absence. 

Sergeant Murray D. Sanford of the re- 
eruit depot has been transferred to the 
Norfolk Navy Yard. Recent additions to 
the ranks of non-commissioned officers in 
the recruit area include Sgt. Arthur P. 
Jones, Cpl. Stanley L. Harney, and Cpl. 
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J. W. MeClarren. Pvt. A. A. Chauvin, our 
crane operator, is on his way to Cavite. He 
has been relieved by Pvt. L. A. Black, who 
came through training with Platoon Two. 

Our basketball team has just closed a 
most successful season with Fort Moultrie, 
Fort Screven, and various other teams. 
They won ten games and lost three. 


MEASLY NUMBER THIRTY 
By Gaynor Pearson 

There is a structure on Parris Island, 
situated in w grove of tall eucalyptus trees. 
Its windows are barred, and above its hos- 
pitable portals is the legend Brig Number 
Three. Here Platoon Thirty languished in 
the toils of quarantine for twenty-one 
wearisome days and nights. 

It all started when Bethea came down 
with the measles, and we were quarantined. 
Corporal ‘‘Double Time’’ Robinton ap- 
pointed two cooks with helpers, six mess- 
men, six firemen, six guards, and four or- 
derlies for the barracks. A schedule was 
formulated, with Sergeant Walker conduct- 
ing the military drill in the mornings, Lieu- 
tenant Stamm lecturing in the afternoons, 
and Corporal Robinton instructing in the 
fine points of drill under arms in the eve- 
nings. 

The men had to eat from their own mess 


INSTRUCTED BY SERGEANT WALKER 


, April, 1934 THE LEATHERNECK Twenty-one 
4 
| 


Twenty-two 


gear, which was sterilized before and after 
each meal, and had to bathe no less than 
three times a day. The Major inspected 
the barracks each day, while the doctor in- 
spected the personnel. Guards saw that no 
left 


unauthorized person entered or the 
barracks. 

In every group, incidents and individuals 
became indelibly imprinted upon the mem- 
ory. The writer often thinks of the fol- 
lowing: Sigmund P. (Jersey) Hansen’s 
remark, ‘‘Join the Marines and see the 
world through a hospital window.’’ His 


impersonations of Durante 

James (Grandpa) Self, of 
New York and Tennessee. Private Ken 
nan’s red schnozzola. Ralph Hall’s tenor 
accompaniment to ‘‘How’m I Doin’?’’ 
Thompson’s scowl, military manner, and 
regulation locker-box. MacGee, who joined 
the Marines to become a preacher. ‘*C, F, 
O.’’ Elleby. ‘‘Turkey’’ Brown’s reference 
to a blank file as a blanket file—and the 
platoon’s ensuing convulsions. Heintz, La- 


overwhelming 
and Mae West. 


Mothe Weker, and Calnan. ‘*Cue-ball’’ 
Smith, who had his head shaved free of 
charge at Georgia Tech. The tap-dancing 
of ‘*Busby-head’’ Morgan. The profile of 
Ira B. Peterman. The two Cartwrights 

Charley T. and Red, the former from 
Texas, the latter the pride of Hawthorne, 
New York. Lieutenant Stamm quoting 
Napoleon: ‘‘My lads, you must not fear 
Death. When you brave him, you drive 
him into the enemy’s ranks.’’ The smiles 
of Jones and Sugg. Vaughn’s  gastro- 
nomical mannerisms. Tedeseo eating spa 
ghetti. Cripps’ physique. A swell fellah 


Walker say- 
way it is 


Sergeant 
this is the 


Nicholas Hemmer. 
ing, ‘‘You people, 
did.’’ 

To the ten in sea-school and the forty in 
Haiti we supply the following news: When 
last seen, ‘‘Grandpa’’ Self was galloping 
down the street with a meat cleaver in 
each hand. ‘‘ Jersey’’ Hansen’s is the pride 
of the music school—you should see him 
totin’ that trumpet. Amss is still shooting 
340 on the range, and MacCloud is still 
piloting a motor-boat. Cripps ‘‘dated’’ on 
two consecutive nights. And so endeth the 


PLATOON THREE STRIKES OUT 
By D. J. Green 

It is with a pang of regret that we bid 

farewell to Parris Island, where, as did 

thousands before us, we got our 

of Marine Corps life. However, we 


first taste 
have by 
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no means finished our training. In the 
four years ahead, we shall continue te 
absorb knowledge of the military, as each 
day will, we feel certain, bring some new 
thing to us. 

When we first arrived, we were awkward 
in drills and in marching, and what boot 
isn’t? But day by day we became more 
proficient, until, by the end of the train- 
ing period, we could execute the most in- 
volved and intricate troop maneuvers with 
the ease and confidence of old timers. Each 
day our efficient D. I.’s drove home to us 
something that would be of value to us in 
the Corps—including, of course, the rolling 
of ‘‘heavies.’’ 

The big day finally rolled around when 
we went to the rifle range to acquire dex- 
terity with the G. I. Bow’n’arrer. When 
the smoke cleared we discovered two ex- 
perts in our midst. 

On our return to the Main Station, we 
went into training for bayonet work. Al- 
though the time allotted to this instrue- 
tion is three days, inclement weather cut 
ours down to one day; but on record day 
we found that we had not been hurt by 
the loss of instruction time. We were bay- 
onet experts all! 

As in every platoon coming through 
training, Three had its share of celebrities. 
**The Flying Dutchman,’’ Shorty Greene, 
managed somehow to get into the first 
squad in spite of his five-feet-five. ‘‘Gum- 
the-Works’’ Foss, the world’s worst squad 
leader, does things with that first squad 
that would make less proficient military 
men like Napoleon give up in disgust. 

Dave ‘*The Dude’’ Wakefield has been 
voted the best-dressed rubber sock to hit 
this camp in many moons. And, last, but 
by no means least, allow us to present 
Henry Roth, the lad with that certain 
something that all women go for. 

The men of Platoon Three wish 
this opportunity to extend to 
Hutson, whose ceaseless efforts 
understanding made us what we 
the luck and suecess there is. 


to take 
Sergeant 
and deep 
are, all 


FOUR TO THE FORE 
By Nat Cohen 


fellow Gyrenes! 
just finished our six weeks of 
he— training here, and are all set to go 
in for a bit of real Marine-ing wherever 
we may be needed. 

We arrived here one 
and were immediately 
pair each of dungarees, 


Hello, 
We have 


sunny afternoon, 
jammed into one 
Marine Corps Issue, 
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size unknown, giving us the appearance of 
underpaid day laborers, and the first week 
or two of our sojourn convinced that the 
impression was not so very misleading. 
Aside from slaving in the post beanery 
until the sight of food was revolting—a 
serious predicament for any Marine to be 
in—we labored on various police details. 
But at last we started on schedule. Ser- 
geant Baxter, it seems, has a unique way of 
drubbing his ideas through skulls of va- 
rious thicknesses. That may be tough on 
the more tender-headed members of the 
outfits under his command—but it does 
reach those less quick on the uptake—and 
it gets resuits. Double time at high port 


around the field a few times works won- 
ders! 
We finally did finish, however, in spite 


of the winged mascots which were with us 
every moment on the field, and started for 
the rifle range. We arrived there in the 
midst of a real winter, which was hard on 
the snapper-inners; but all hands managed 


to finish the week with no broken bones, 
and made a good showing with both the 
rifle and the pistol. 

From the range, we returned to the 
Main Station, where we made the astound- 
ing percentage of one hundred on the 


bayonet course—all experts! 

To acquaint you readers better with the 
members of our platoon, we publish here- 
with the ‘*Who’s Who’’ of the outfit: 


Fred Wagner is thinking of sending 
home to his senator to ask for the issue 
of a rum-ration. We wonder how he has 


managed to get along so far without it. 
Which reminds us that Clif Fox has not 
yet received the pint of ‘‘Old Overalls’’ 
that he promised to divvy with us. 

This platoon—shall we say, boasts*—of 
a Cohen and Kelly combination which fur- 
nishes the laughs for the lads on all oe- 
easions. 

Ralph Brooks and Jimmy Cochran are 
getting homesick for the gals they left be- 
hind them. Which brings us to Ray Ford, 


who still has his mind set on marriage— 
with Charlotte, of course. 

Dick Spick and Walt Belger want the 
gals in New York to know that they will 
be home in a few months. 

The Hensel brothers have broken a few 
records here—a new high and a new low 


on the rifle course. 

Giles, Aucella, and Lefty 
shoot in the morning the 
shoot for reeord. 

Ralph Brooks, ‘‘Shorty’’ Wonsetter, and 
**Squadleader Jo-Jo’’ Cook are remaining 


are hoping to 
next time they 


— 


ar 


on the Island to compete with outside box- 
ers for the glory of dear old P. I. 

Our room orderly, ‘‘ Pete’’ Peterson, has 
already applied for that position at his 
new post. 

Before we say goodbye, we want to take 
this opportunity to thank our D. I.’s (of 
which we have had a goodly number), Ser- 
geants Cain and Baxter, and Corporals 
Alexander and Leek, as well as the entire 
training staff of Parris Island, for the help 
they have given us during our brief stay 
here. 


PLATOON NUMBER TWO 
By E. C. Smith 


This has been ealled the Teeberg Platoon 
heeause it has been funetioning in sub-zero 
weather (well, it felt that way), since its 
formation. 

Boyoboyoboy, was our first impression 
of the Marine Corps a startling one, when 
we diseovered that First Sergeant Moore 
at the New Orleans Reeruiting Office was 
a most interesting and well informed lee- 
turer on daVinei and Michiavelli? What 
a high class outfit this must he, sez we... 
But we were relieved of that illusion upon 
our arrival at P. T., where Corporal MeKay 
took us under his wing. Well, that’s about 
enough of that. 

Then Sergeant Webb got out of the hos- 
pital, and the ball started rolling. There 
is no rest in that man’s platoon, but when 
he’s through, he has an organization that 
IS one. 

It seems that the subseribers in this 
platoon like to break into print, so we pre- 
sent ‘*‘Dopey’’ Doss from the Everglades, 
**Glommy’’ Gloyd, from Maryland, David 
Ogilvie Sauls (Junior), who wrote for a 
Savannah Howler (so he says), but who 
made a good squad-leader for all that. And 
that big Smulley fellah—boxing hasn’t 
spoiled his good looks. 

W. N. Leager and A. M. Zorn are repre- 
sentatives of the C. C. C. The Sergeant 
says that ‘‘Tex’’ Brumley could shoot 
better from the hip; and B. A. Stevens 
made ‘‘un-expert.’’ C. Zimmerman 
wants to collect antiques, relies, and knick- 
knacks—on seventeen sixty-five per. The 
first real thrill for this organization eame 
when ‘‘Barber’’ Dunean, of West Virginia, 
almost eut his chin off with his new razor. 
Alabama’s contribution to the platoon is 
Lauderdale, the boy prodigy squad leader. 

Good old ‘‘ Mississippi’’ Purvis and little 
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Greiner went to the hospital, and Lindsay, 
Kudlae, ‘‘ Pool Shark’’ Menoche, Bougher, 
**Auction Bridge’’ Suber, Slaughter, Wil- 
lis, Lueas, Furler, Stumm, ‘‘ Louisiana’’ 
Tucker, Nevedomsky (expert on cleaning 
heads), House, Heise, ‘‘ Arkansas’’ Ander- 
son, and E. M. Smith are all darn good 
Marines. 

Our rifle experts were Burry, ‘‘ Fight- 
ing’’ Fedor, ‘‘Monsieur le Docteur’’ Pu- 
sey, ‘‘Googleyes’’ Switzenberg, Curry, 
Barr, Black, and don’t forget old Pvt. Ed- 
ward C. (strong-arm) Smith (that’s me). 

O’Brien, ‘‘Ravelli’’ Rizziello, Chop and 
Curry (lucky devils) are in the Music 
School; ‘‘Been Around’’ Bradley has been 
everywhere and seen everything, as the 
platoon, by now, will testify having been 
told, and answers. ‘‘Here, Sir,’’ when 
mail is ealled from 1408 Whitaker, in 
Savannah, 

Doore hails from Massachusetts, the city 
of Lawrence; Baxter is the bright spot of 
the outfit; Thomas likes airplanes; ‘‘Cow- 
boy’’ Mincey has a guitar; ‘‘Preacher’’ 
Lansford will probably make headquarters 
clerk. What a break some fellows get! 

**Bo’’ Carter isn’t teacher’s pet; neither 


Huguenot Memorial, 


Parris Island 


BAXTER AND CORPORAL LEEK 


is ‘‘Poet’’ Hausman. ‘‘Prof’’ Minter is 
in bakers’ school. ‘‘ Alpine Do-it-or-Die’’ 
Mae Gregor is going good, and others are 
‘*Nonchalant’’ Stammates, ‘‘ Annapolis’’ 
Rowan, ‘‘Papa’’® Lazoras (they call him 
Hercules), ‘‘Spinner’’ Moffett (he’s an 
acrobat); and don’t forget ‘‘ Machine- 
Gun’’ Raysinger and Morris. C. G. ‘‘Po- 
ker’? Smith—too many drinks, sez the 
Sergeant. 

But you must know more about our 
Sargy . .. ‘‘Wake up, Unconscious! Get 
that hat on straight! I’m just liable to 
stomp that hat into the ground .... 
(pause—afterthought) and you’ll probably 
be in it!’’ That’s our Sargy, folks; that’s 
our Sergeant Webb. And what a D. IL! 
With the able assistance of Corporal Hol- 
lingsworth, Number 2 was turned into a 
snappy outfit—even if the Sergeant was 
occasionally observed by the post psycho- 
path. (I know some big words, too). The 
Corporal though, was kind of like the sea; 
O. K. when mild, but hell when aroused. 

And little Rags was on hand when the 
whistle blew, on the heels of the slow re- 
eruits. The Sergeant loved his Rags, too. 

Seene at inspection: ‘‘Skivvies turned 
wrong!’’ Boom, bang, rattle—and the re- 
eruit bends wearily to his laborious task 
of recovering his heavy layout from under 
bunk and from similarly dissembled equip- 
ment of his buddies. Boy, the Sergeant’s 
No. 10’s always had the correct windage 
and elevation. ‘‘ Dirty! Nasty! Cosmolene! 
Filthy! Well, what’s you jumpysin’ for? 
I ain’t gonna poke it in your face—even 
if I oughta—and have the doctors watch- 
ing me to see if I’m erazy.’’ That last 
at rifle inspection. 

Then there was the little interval at the 
rifle range where we had some ease and 
nearly froze to death; and were we glad 
to get back to the Main Station, even if 
it did mean details for a couple weeks 
while standing by to ship out. Under- 
stand, now I’m modest—me! But to give 
the platoon credit, Private Smith (yeah, 
**E. C.’’) shot recent high recruit score 
on pistol with a score of 93! 

Kind of hurts to break up old No. 2. 
Fellows who go through the mill together 
and get pretty close to each other, you 
know. Everyone learned to like Sergeant 
Webb, and wished that he could go with 
the outfit to Sea School, foreign duty, 
radio, and aviation, as we all said au 
revoir to P. I. 
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THE CROSS-ROAD OF THE 
MARINE CORPS 
By the Earl of Quantico 


The new addition to Post Headquarters is 
an ‘‘Information Bureau’’ headed by Cor- 
poral ‘‘Blacky’’ Gaddis. He advises the 
public that he knows the answers to all ques 
tions. While visiting his office for the pur- 
pose of an interview for THe LEATHERNECK 
I overheard the following exchange of ques 
tions and ready answers: 

Q. Who married the school teacher? 

A. Woodenhead, Puddin’head Jones. 

Q. Who is the writer of the basie letter? 

A. H. M. 8S. Danae. 

Q. Why did Abraham Lincoln retire? 

A. Because a new process for making rub- 
ber was discovered and tires became so 
cheap that he felt that he could retire, 
otherwise he would have kept the old 
tires. 

Q. Who played poker with Pocahontas 
while Captain John Smith was away? 

A. John Alden. ~ 

Gunnery Sergeant Philip Oden has been 
transferred from our midst. He left here 
for Washington, presumably on his way to 
Moscow, Russia. In writing his orders Ser 
geant ‘‘Willie’’ Reese wanted to add a 
‘*sky’’ to his name and make it read 
**Odensky.’’ A controversy arose on his 
routing,—some thought he should be routed 
by Siberia and the joint-owned Soviet and 
Chinese Railway while others thought he 
should go via Hamburg and Berlin. 

First Sergeant ‘‘Don’’ Otto Roos seems 
to have difficulty in arriving at definite 
knowledge of his next station of duty. Dur 
ing the past month we have heard it from 
reliable (?) sources that he was being sent 
to Russia, China, the Philippines, Haiti, In 
dian Head and numerous other parts of the 
old globe. However, the latest and most 
definite is that upon completion of his re 
enlistment furlough he is slated to go to 
Haiti to witness the finish of the Marine oe- 
eupation of that country and then to go out 
China way. Where he is to spend his fur- 
lough is a question. After considerable ly- 
ing awake at night figuring out schemes 
**Don’’ Otte has arrived at the conclusion 
that he will ask the Marine Corps for a 
ticket to Corinto, Niearagua, as he re- 
enlisted in Nicaragua the last time and is 
entitled to transportation to place of enlist- 
ment. 

The height of nerve seems to be stupen- 
dous in the eyes of some Marines. In dis 
cussing an order issued by a colonel, I re- 
cently heard one Marine tell a first sergeant 
that the first sergeant should have argued 
with the colonel about the subject matter in 
the order. The first sergeant’s answer was, 
in my humble opinion, filled wih sage logic 
of the first order. He replied, ‘‘I have 
often heard of those first sergeants who ar- 
gue with colonels but I have yet to lay my 
eyes on one of them.’’ 
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Little thought did those innocent sheep 
give to the commotion that they would even- 
tually cause in this old Corps as they wan- 
dered over the hills in bygone days. The 
sheepskin coat question has been one of the 
outstanding problems during the past month. 
Many of our members, including Mike of 
the Maintenance Section, have discovered 
that this particular coat is taboo for certain 
occasions, 

Corporal Ralph K. Patterson (‘‘The 
Mighty Patterson’’), who labors as the Ad- 
jutant’s clerk, has had many inspirations 
during the past month. Among them was to 
beeome a reeruiter, to start working for the 
Post Athletic Office, but chief among them is 
his attempted entry into the alarm clock 
market. However, after some days of strug- 
gle with a particular alarm clock the clock 
landed in the ash can and Pat is still work- 
ing in Post Headquarters. 

Our reeent snows brought about some 
memories of other days to Staff Sergeant 
**Billy’’ Mitehell of the Pay Department. 
He reealled days when he got a pair of red- 
top boots and a sled. To our old friends 


**Doetor’’ J. K. P. Hoffman, of Haiti, and 


Guy Curran & Co., Inc. 


313-319 NINTH ST., N. W. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Underwear, Gloves, 
Sheets and Pillowcases, 


Hosiery, 

Towels, 

Blankets, and other Post Exchange 
Merchandise. 


Wholesale Only 


Staff Sergeant ‘‘Bill’’ Williams of Head- 
quarters, Marine Corps, all this snow would 
probably bring back memories of days with 
Byrd on the South Polar Expedition. I once 
heard this Polar Expedition thrashed out 
perfectly by these two distinguished Marines 
in a hotel lobby in Savannah, Ga., on an ex- 
tremely hot day in July. 

The Maintenance Section of this Post 
never forgets. About two and one-half years 
ago First Sergeant Atkins requested the 
Maintenance Section to make him two boxes 
for index cards for use in the Barracks De 
tachment. However, fate and the Major 
General Commandant sent Atkins wandering 
out Asiatie way before the boxes were com- 
plete. However, the other day, after his re- 
cent return to Quantico, the Maintenance 
Section delivered the two boxes to Atkins. 

Our Recreation Center has taken a boom 
for the better. We find newly polished floors, 
newly painted and decorated walls, infor- 
mal dances, excellent well-bound magazines 
of popular taste and all the things that go 
to make the place cozy. We recently found 
that the cool evenings bring forth a fire on 
the hearth,—a new use in recent years, for 


years of observation had almost convinced 
me that these hearths were for the purpose 
of collecting cigarette butts of the smoking 
Marines (yes, they are just that hot). 

‘*What did the ‘Mighty Pat Patterson’ 
do when he tied his mare in front of ‘Red’ 
Houston’s house?’’ questioned Corporal 
Gaddis. 

**T don’t know; what did he do?’’ asked 
Sergeant Baxter Vann. 

‘*He hung his spurs on the pommel of his 
saddle, cheeked his six-gun, and cried in a 
voice as hoarse as brass, ‘I don’t want your 
Christmas dinner, you can put it in your 
hat,’ ’’ explained Gaddis. 

Now do we wonder that when asked how 
much he knows of machinery Baxter Vann 
always says that the only machinery he 
knows is a mechanical monkey (Gaddis) who 
has a head filled with sawdust. 

I would like to know: Who that Staff ser- 
geant was that the first sergeant caught com- 
ing hurriedly out of an alley recently? It 
is reported that the staff sergeant stated 
something about ‘‘God helps those who help 
themselves.’’ Who is the sergeant in Post 
Headquarters who drinks so much of the 
dark beer at the Exchange bar that the bar- 
tender felt it his duty to report it to the As- 
sistant Chief of Staff? Who is it that objects 
to being called ‘‘son’’ while visiting the 
Recreation Center? 


I don’t know, but I have HEARD: That 
Sergeant ‘‘Gyp’’ Ambrose, of the Reerea- 
tion Center, is expert in many trades. The 
latest, according to information, is that of 
rub-downs and workouts. Report has it that 
he takes all comers regardless of condition 
or—er—that is, all eomers. Guaranteed 
cold baths, ete., offered by ‘‘Gyp.’’ That 
Private First Class John W. Gibson, who 
drives a truck between Philadelphia and 
Quantico, does not understand enough about 
a typewriter to get full speed ahead. He 
explained it that he had never yet discov- 
ered the gear shift to get the thing out of 
low gear. That First Sergeant Otto Roos 
has interesting bedtime Mother Goose stories 
to tell his ‘‘charges.’’ That Private First 
Class Robert Tucker likes soot fights,—the 
latest I witnessed between him and E. Bacon 
was considered a tie. 


That considerable uneasiness has been felt 
in the pop-sickle market recently since it was 
learned that the former Beer Baron (Otto 
Roos) has been investing somewhat in pop- 
sickle stock on the sly. Some circles are 
worried as to whether the Baron is playing 
a coup to get a corner on the pop-sickle mar- 
ket. That someone in the Marine Corps 
Schools is trying to keep Sergeant Vann, the 
morning report clerk, straight on his daily 
change sheets.. That Corporal ‘*Gus’’ Reid 
of the Military Police Detachment can show 
real speed when it is necessary. That Staff 
Sergeant ‘‘Wally’’ Kerr of the Pay Office 
ean’t understand why people live in a eli- 
mate like this when there is so much terri- 
tory that is not overcrowded. That Gunnery 


April, 1934 


Sergeant ‘‘Joe’’ Dupuy can’t take ’em any 
longer. That the Commanding General’s 
chauffeur, Sergeant Joseph L. Schwab, was 
once a prize-fighter,—he once fought in 
Madison Square Garden. That ‘‘Gyp’’ with 
a whole show-case full of cigarettes ‘‘ bums’’ 
one off Corporal Golden. That Corporal John 
Harris has been asking for information rela- 
tive to marriage licenses in Washington. 


FROM THE EAGLES’ NESTS 


Just a few words about the new ‘‘ Eag- 
lets’’ which are with us, newly arrived 
from Pensacola, Fla. They have managed 
to get enough time to make at least 300 
trips around the field with Corporal 
**Sandbag.’’ 

To date Private Petras has the honors 
of making the best landing (on his back). 
However, there’s always some cause. And 
this time we had a good one. This field is 
like some people in this ol’ world, ‘‘one 
way,’’ and when those ol’ strong Nor’west- 
ers come along they start sputtering ter- 
ribly about the time they hit Brown Field. 

We will take ’em one at a time and try 
to give a little dope for your information. 

Pvt. E. F. White, better known as 
**Blanco,’’ will be remembered by all his 
service in Nicaragua, whether before or 
after the earthquake we have never been 
quite sure. However, with all the tales we 
hear it must have been several campaigns. 
Since his arrival in Quantico his cockpit 
hours are fast surpassing—his record on 
that certain soda stool on Palafox street; 
**check belts and gats,’’ here comes the 
cowboys from the drug store. But we 
hope all the hearts are not lonely that he 
left behind. 

Well, Blanco, all we have to say is that 
you can take ’em, with two down and one 
to go you always came out o. k. And the 
Ground School can tell you about all those 
good marks you made, ‘‘ Pughey.’’ 

Pvt. P. R. Paquin, ‘‘Pablo,’’ the iron 
bender of old, hails from way out West, 
where men are men and it never rains? 
And can he take ’em well! He likes 
these war games as long as they don’t 
shoot at each other. Cause someone might 
get hurt and that’s bad, very bad. But, 
**Pablo,’’ you can’t fool us, we know you 
ean do it when the time comes. And when 
the train goes by every one gives a scowl 
except ‘‘Pablo,’’ who always smiles be- 
eause that was his first ambition in life. 

Cpl. G. D. Davis. Yes, sir, that same 
old ‘‘Pinky,’’ headquarters elerk from 
Quantico, back again with us, I see. But 
he tells us he has already seen more of 
Quantico than the last two years he was 
here before. 


Well, Dave, I guess you can well be re- 
membered by that vehicle of yours. Dave 
was a little late for muster at Correy Field 
one very cold morning and the Duty Officer 
of course, pounced upon him for arriving a 
few minutes late and asked why. ‘‘Sir, my 
car caught on over,’? 


fire on the way 
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**Well,’’ says the Officer, 
at least and also a new excuse. But don’t 
let it happen again.’’ ‘‘ Yes, sir,’’ replied 
Dave, ‘‘I’ll try not to.’’ Say, and the 
name of this car can well be remembered 
by B. B. O. J. (Big Black Open Job) that 
is, after all the windows were kicked out. 
SGT. J. F. FOGERTY, ‘‘POP’’ 

The great section leader of known abil- 
ity. Do as you please but keep your nose 
clean. With extended tours in Nicaragua 
and West Coast he still claims to be the 
youngest Old Man as yet. Just sweet six- 
teen with only a few black hairs left, al- 
though he is planning on a little dye we 
think. Although he hails from the rugged 
coast of Maine he never took up sailing 
in his younger days. Therefore after taxi- 
ing in and out of every ramp on the beach 
in Squad No. 1 he has never been known 
to seatch one of those famous Sea Sleds 
better known as NY-2’s. We understand 
his greatest ambition in life was to find 


**that’s original 


Officers of Company B, First Battalion, 

Quantico, turn to on a snow shoveling de- 

tail. They are, left to right: First Lieu- 

tenant Stuart; Captain Bassett, C. O., and 
First Lieutenant Maxwell. 


out what the speed of one of those bug- 
gies was in a terminal velocity dive. Well, 
he didn’t say. 


PFC. N. B. JOHNSON, ‘‘SWEDE’’ 
Swede, of course, hails from the Great 


a ‘*protajay’’ of the one 
and only Swede Elmblade and ean they 
put ’em together? Well, just ask one of 
those Swedes. Seems to be very quiet 
these days, but a real Marine athlete (on 
the bunk). Now for some time we have 
tried to come to a decision about what 
color the Swede’s hair really is. 

Rather think it changes with the sea- 
sons. But this season it seems to be a 
little reddish, what do you think, Swede? 
Although he often refers to it as his beau- 
tiful blond pompadour. 

PVT. S. R. WOOLLEY, ‘‘SNAPPY’’ 

Well, well, well, ol’ snappy, the boy 
with all the ‘‘dope.’’ Did it rain last 
Thursday, or was it Sunday? And by the 
way, was it the left or the right wing that 
was heavy on No. 10? Well, all this can 
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be obtained from that little ‘‘black’’ book 
which is never without Snappy. I think 
you missed your calling, Snappy, you 
should have written the Almanac. 

PVT. T. A. PETRAS, 

I came from Ala. with a banjo on my 
knee. Yes, sir, that’s where .he’s from. 
No wonder he would like to go back to 
Haiti. Well, who was the guy who after 
his first hop in land planes walked out to 
the end of the wing to keep from falling in 
the drink. And we also understand that 
that certain man with the ‘‘Bachelor of 
Arts’’ degree, got married. How about it? 
Too bad. We understand your second 
greatest ambition in life is to be a well 
known bonecrusher. Well, stay away from 
the taverns if you still have the same 
ambition. 

And Pete is the guy that showed Mar- 
choni he could take ’em, 


BLOWER SECTION 


It has been ‘‘offagin, onagin, outagin, 
inagin, goneagin, and backagin,’’ during 
the month of February here at Brown 


Field. A measly 724 hours and 15 minutes 
was all the hours that were flown during 
the month, under the coldest conditions 
that have been had here in many a winter. 
VF Squadron 7-M completed Camera Gun 
practice and VF Squadron 9-M did its in- 
dividual bombing despite the miserably 
cold days. Just figure Charlie Campbell’s 
system of 3 degrees colder for every 1,000 
feet of altitude, with zero weather on the 
deck. These were the kinds of days on 
which VO Squadron 7-M went up to 10,000 
feet and tried to shake off a fighter with 
camera guns. Excellent results were had 
with the Gun Cameras and if the rest of 
the scores throughout the gunnery year 
compare with the ones so far, it looks like 
a record year. 


VF HOLED IN AT HAMPTON 
ROADS 


VF 9-M was supposed to have started 
its gunnery practice at Virginia Beach on 
the 19th of February but to this writing 
only one day’s firing has been carried out 
with over half of the scheduled time used 
up. The fields at Virginia Beach and 
Hampton Roads have been frozen over al 
most continuously when not under a blanket 
of snow. When weather permitted trips 
have been made around the field at Hamp- 
ton Roads but the field at Virginia Beach 
is still too treacherous to operate from. 


MASTERS WANTED TO SELL 
ADMIRAL A ‘*DUCK’”’ 
When his motor suddenly quit while fly- 
ing an amphibian ‘‘ duck’’ to Hampton Roads 
on the 2lst, Staff Sergeant Masters did 
some masterful maneuvering of the heavy 
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A NEW HATCHING 
The seven brand new pilots just sprouting their pin feathers at Brown Field are, from 


left to right: Pvt. Ervin F. White, Pvt. Hall 


R. Paquin, Cpl. Gaston Don Davis, Sgt. 


John F. Fogerty, Pfc. Norman B. Johnson, Sidney R. Wooley, and Pvt. Theo A. Petras. 
The following sketch about the new A. P.s (airplane pushers), was written by one of the seven. 


plane and set it down in Hampton Creek 
right in front of Admiral Stockton’s home. 
Masters taxied up the creek directly in 
front of the retired Admiral’s home and 
nonchalantly asked the Admiral, ‘‘want to 
buy a duck?’’ The Admiral made known 
his identity, had Masters in to lunch, let 
him use his telephone, and in general did 
all he could to give any help possible. 
Masters spent the first night in Langley 
Field sans tooth brush, et cetera, and the 
next day crews went over from Hampton 
Roads and found that the magneto drive 
shaft was sheared off that drives the gaso 
line pump and the left magneto. It was 
decided that in order to get out of the 
short space between two bridges and dot 
ted with fish stakes, that all available 
weight would be taken from the plane. The 
gasoline load was drained to just enough 
for the flight to Hampton Roads and Cor 
poral Curtiss was installed in the rear 
cockpit to force the gasoline feed with 
the wobble pump. Without a bit of wind 
to help out in the take-off and Curtiss 
pumping for all he was worth, Masters 
poured the soup to the ‘‘duck’’ and cut 
a swath through the fish stakes, hurdled the 
railroad bridge and made a safe landing 
at Hampton Roads. At Hampton Roads 
Staff Sergeant Johnson and Masters re- 
placed the engine in the ‘‘duck’’ and flew 
it back to Brown Field. Lieutenant Pugh 
subsisted Masters with a three dollar loan, 
the Navy loaned him bedding for his four 
day visit at the Naval Station, and he 
eame back here with nothing but praise 
from everybody for the good job he had 
done. 
THE OFFAGIN, ONAGIN, 

ET CETERA 

The Armament and Radio Sections have 
been having a game of tag in VO 7-M in- 
stalling their gear and taking them outagin. 
At present the armament gang is one-up 
with inagin for the armament installations. 
The Radio Section worked three nights 
and days in installing the new GM sets in 
the Hell Divers to have the orders for the 
use of the radio on a cross country mis- 
sion cancelled and the equipment outagin 
in readiness for the armament installa- 
tions again. But as this is the time of 


the year for celebrating St. Pat chasing 
the snakes out of Ireland and with pro- 
hibition passé, one can chase a_ few 
snakes himself and be backagin in a 
legal way. The Radio gang is to be com- 
plimented on its hard work that was in 
vain, but every set installed worked per- 
feetly and that was something for their 
labors. Gy-Sgt. Ike Smith is very fond of 
the voice sets having had two auditions in 
which his melodious voice drops from ether 
with a merry ‘‘Hallo’ Hallo’ ’’ Ike’ll be 
crowding such people as Graham McNamee 
when he gets in a bit more time in the 
air, not on it. 


F. M. F. “FEEDING MANY 
FOWLS”’ 


Not that we have a finger in that alpha- 
bet soup, made so famous by General 
Johnson and all those others who use three 
or four letters to label their wares, we are 
officially known as Aireraft One F. M. F. 
(Fleet Marine Foree). But here of late 
with the ground blanketed with snow, a 
regular detail under Gy-Sgt. Daniel Hardin, 
police sergeant, have been ‘‘ feeding many 
fowls’’ out on the new field. It is esti- 
mated that the peak of the cold weather 
had 8,000 birds depending on the detail for 
food. 

By order of the General at Quantico, all 
the green stuffs from the messes all over 
the post is separated from the garbage and 
bagged up and hauled here for further dis- 
tribution to the birds that are fed out on 
the new field. The Department of Agri- 
culture has shipped three tons of corn here 
to augment the refuse from the station. 
It is a beautiful sight to see the thousands 
of squadrons of feathered friends as they 
sail in for the food, unafraid of the men 
who during the hunting season would have 
been after their heads with guns. 


BOMBER HANGAR GONE 


The building of three new hangars and 
moving of the old bomber hangar from 
Field No. 2 to the new field has started. 
The old bomber hangar over which Gy-Sgt. 
Joseph Budrow ruled so supreme and ex- 
pectoriatingly in days of yore, has been 
stripped of its roof and side walls and 
the steel will shortly be moved to the new 
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field where it will be the first in the bat- 
tery of four new hangars. The steel frame 
work for the other three new hangars has 
arrived and has been transported from 
Quantico to the erecting site. The problem 
now, according to the contractors, is find- 
ing a solid enough base on which to erect 
the new building. It has been reported 
that two 45-foot concrete pilings have been 
lost in the river silt that underlies the new 
fill on the new field. The runways on the 
new field have been surveyed but due to 
lack of good weather work has not started 
on the extra surfacing that is to be hauled 
from a borrow pit back of the pistol butts. 
The longer of the two runways will be a 
**dog-leg’’ one and the other will lead in 
at an angle giving the best runways in ac- 
eordanece with the mean direction of the 
wind. It is believed that with the first 
break in the weather that plenty of belated 
activity will be had on the fixing of the 
new field that is named Turner Field in 
honor of the late Col. Thomas C. Turner. 


MORE MALE PILOTS 


Lieutenants Pugh, Conrad, and Dailey 
are the fathers of little male pilots who 
have made their appearance at the Family 
Hospital during the month of February. 


CAPTAIN MERRITT AIR 
OFFICER OF F. M. F. 
Capt. L. G. Merritt has been detailed as 
Air Officer of the Fleet Marine Force, in 
addition to being Commanding Officer of 
VJ Squadron 6-M and assistant Executive 
Officer of the Field. There is no doubt 
but what Captain Merritt is one of the 
most efficient officers in Marine Aviation 
and lives up to the military side of the 
service to the letter. There have been con- 
erete examples of his military efficiency 
hereabouts and the atmosphere that he 
ereates around him is one that makes for 
better conditions all around. Captain Mer- 
ritt flies all planes with equal ability, is 
ever on the job and sees to it that every 
man under his command is just as much 
on the job. He has been well schooled in 
tactics and his connection under General 
Lyman will make for a better relationship 
between this field and the commanding 
general. It has been rumored hereabouts 
that this station is to cooperate with the 
F. M. F. on the spring maneuvers some- 
where in southern waters and that Cap- 
tain Merritt is making all arrangements. 


CHECKED OFF THE LIST 

‘*Why you old *wwk* ?* ?ex—, I checked 
you off the list after we went into Bel- 
leau Woods.’’ 

This was Staff-Sgt. Don MHamilton’s 
greeting to Ist Sgt. William E. Mitchell 
as they met in the NCO barracks here the 
other day after 18 years’ separation. Both 
were members of the 43rd Company 5TH 
MARINES in France along with Marine 
Gunner M. Wodarezyk, then a Gunnery 
Sergeant. Both Hamilton and Mitchell 
have rosters of the company and each had 
checked the other off the list as bumped 
off in the big push. Now maybe you think 
there wasn’t an old time get together that 
was worth while to listen to amongst the 
two old timers. Hamilton has just shipped 
over and gone on 90 days and Mitchell is 
First Sergeant of VJ 6-M and is well up 
the ladder towards 30 years. Mitchell is 


one of the best preserved men with his 
length of service of our acquaintance. He 
has his daily walk for a constitutional, gets 
his regular sleep, does not smoke, drink or 
dissipate in any way or form, and is a 
topnotch top kicker. 

(Continued on page 54) 
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AUGUSTA BREEZES 
By Walker 


The January issue of THE LEATHERNECK 
is another of those Number-of-the-Year suc- 
cesses. Through the generosity of the de- 
tachment subscribers who have let us in on 
it, we have perused its pages, and we be- 
lieve that such numbers serve to build in- 
terest—and to add subscribers to the list. 

Our own little contribution has been ab- 
sent from its pages for several issues, but 
that hasn’t been entirely the fault of the 
detachment agent, who usually does the 
broadeast too. The aforementioned man-of- 
many-duties allows one of us with more time 
to take care of the Asiatic Flagship letter 
for this time. Thanks, Lloyd. 

Many of the present detachment, arrived 
only last November from the States, are 
seeing for the first time places only read 
about and talked of before. We arrived in 
historic Manila Bay on December fourth 
after a few days in Hong Kong. Our A. A. 
schedule took us up to Subic Bay, that much- 
sung-about puddle, and we are soon to go 
ashore to the rifle range to see who’s who 
with the ‘‘thirty.’’ Some of the rifle-shooters 
of the outfit are even now practicing with 
the small bore. Among these are Sergeants 
M. R. Pilcher and J. H. Greer, Corporals G. 
D. Martinez, J. V. Snyder, and J. I. (Si) 
Block, Privates First Class W. G. Donart 
and L. A. Walker, and Private M. F. Clark. 
Reports at this writing reveal that Clark is 
two steins behind Pilcher in the fifty-foot 
firing, probably because of the former’s 
trouble with the off-hand position. However, 
steady improvement is evident, and that 
stein song might change its tune by the time 
we tackle the ‘‘thirties’’ at Maquinaya. First 
Lieutenant J. H. Stillman, detachment C, O., 
is in charge of the Augusta’s rifle and pistol 
teams. 

The champion Augusta Cracker basketball 
squad (Asiatic Fleet, 1933-1934 season) has 
one letterman, Private H. W. Masters, who 
has received a special medal which was des- 
ignated as official and uniform by the Com- 
mander-in-Chief, Admiral F. B. Upham. 
Masters upheld the prestige of the detach- 
ment in this sport in a lone fight, and de- 
serves the distinction he has won for the 
season’s work. We expect to have many 
more candidates for the next season. 

Meanwhile, Private First Class J. M. Me- 
Inerny (and who doesn’t know Mac?) and 
Private S. J. Domino are our representatives 
on the diamond. Pilcher, Stevenson, Sam- 
uels, Miller, Engles, and Walker have been 
out for soecer since coming to Manila. This 
is a game we expect to do more with in 
northern ports later in the year. In the 
more individual sport, we have Deane M. 
Smith and Ship’s Cook B. R. Gutowski 
working out daily with the skipping rope 
and sixteen-ounce mitts. Endicott has been 
giving both of these lads nice workouts. 
Quandt, one of the two Marines aboard for 
radio instruction, is a member of the ship’s 
wrestling squad. Conradi, Cheek, and Le- 
winski have been doing a bit of rasslin’ 
lately also. These latter boys are in the 
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welterweight and lightweight classes, and 
take their tactics from the schools of Brown- 
ing and Savoldi. They would be hot stuff 
at a smoker, but, unfortunately, they seem 
to confine their activities to the compart- 
ments during rest periods, and a large per- 
centage of the ship’s personnel is deprived 
of the pleasure of seeing them. 

Now for some newsy news notes: High 
Class Private W. W. Alford received his 
ship’s appointment recently. Alford and 
Selberg are admiral’s orderlies aboard the 
Isabel. Corporals L. O. Thompson and M. 
B. Hooper, Private First Class Charlie Ne- 
meth, and Private P. D. Burden are keeping 
the ship’s fifty caliber machine-guns in 
shape. Private R. L. Prosser, formerly on 
the foremast machine-gun crew, has been 
sent to Canacao Naval Hospital for arm 
treatment. Gunnery Sergeant E. J. Gire and 
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Communication Orderlies, left 


to right: 

Smith, Thomas, Howell, Lieutenant Mel- 

gard, Commanding Officer; Jordon, Cash, 
and McLoughry. 


his two assistants, W. M. (Baldy) Adams 
and V. E. Walden, are keeping the port five- 
inch battery in ‘‘E’’ shape, although we 
shan’t have another crack at the letter until 
August. Trumpeter Dietz, aviation pilot ex- 
traordinary, is leading Fleet Marine Clerk 
J. H. Jackson and C. H. (Pappy) Reid by 
several pylons in the race in the forward 
mess compartment. Jackson says that he has 
been nearly crowded off the course several 
times, but that he intends to see it through. 
Courage, comrade! 

Sergeant B. M. Moore, recently from 
Cavite, with his man, Barham, and occa- 
sional help from Private L. J. (Sehnozz) 
Dorser, is keeping the two Marine compart- 
ments in A-1 shape. Private P. P. Emer is 
back on the firing line again. The ship’s 
library has been re-stocked with new books, 
magazines and newspapers, so many are sav- 
ing shekels for that coming Shanghai liberty 
by staying at home and enjoyin’ quiet eve- 
nin’s a-readin’. So much for this time. Best 
wishes from the Augusta Marines. 


CHICAGO RACKETEERS 
February is behind us, and with only 
twenty-three days left to do at Mare 
Island before us, we, the Marines of the 
U.S.S. Chicago, have taken a new lease on 
life. Not that we haven’t enjoyed our 


stay here, because we have, but the pros- 
pect of really getting under way again for 
the East Coast makes things a little 
brighter. 

Our stay at Mare Island has been a 
very profitable one from an educational 
standpoint. There are very few items of 
military lore that we haven’t covered in 
the past five months. Close and extended 
order drill were covered in the first three 
weeks, followed by a study of bush war- 
fare with all manner of attacks and re- 
treats. Shelter-tents were erected in record 
time. A week of study was devoted to 
hand and rifle grenades. 

The detachment has finished firing the 
rifle range for record, and Messman Ditt- 
man was high, with a seore of 327. Al 
hands fired the pistol short course for ree 
ord, First Lieutenant Withers taking the 
honors, with First Sergeant Borek a close 
second. 

The greater part of the past month has 
been taken up with range work, some ex: 
cellent scores being made with the light 
Browning. A few days were rendered use- 
less by a precipitation of several inches of 
Mare Island mist, which practically inun- 
dated the.-firing lines. But then, lying in 
California mud is a pleasure. California 
mud is ‘‘different.’’ It seems that we di- 
verge. We started to tell what we did 
with those unusuable days. We spent the 
time in school on the fifty-caliber machine 
gun—of which the ship now has eight; 
four to be mounted on each mast. Four 
of these guns are to be manned by us un- 
der the supervision of Corporal Moeller, 
with Rush and O’Connoley as strikers. 

Several of the old members of the guard 
have gone during the past month. Williams 
has passed on the Order of the Swab to 
Mansfield, and has taken up residence at 
the Island. England went to Goat Island 
on a furlough transfer. ‘‘Ripper’’ Sills 
and J. W. ‘‘The Goon’’ Smith have gone 
to San Diego via the same method. Ward, 
too, has gone to ‘‘Dago,’’ bequeathing his 
pants-pressing emporium to Conley. 

Harris and Fox, two new men to the 
ship, seem to be widely travelled gentlemen. 
We hope they like the Chi. 

Howell has relieved MacFarland in the 
ship’s service store, and from what he 
(Howell) says, he splits a mean banana at 
the fountain. Rose (our stumpy Ace) has 
been exalted to the high position of gun- 
nery private, and is bearing up well un- 
der the load of his new responsibilities— 
though he is still a communications orderly. 

It seems that two of our lance corporals 
have been making repeated trips to Napa 
(site of the State Looney-Bin), namely 
Pethel and DeGruchy. They report it a 
great place, with untold possibilities for all. 

Sport Model Private Groshong—Married 
Gladiator—and Embro, captain’s orderly, 
report that the captain’s dog has the fast- 
est take-off they have ever seen. Never 
mind, ‘‘Gong.’’ Wait till you get out 
and your better half has you airing your 
own dog. 

First Sergeant Borek has just returned 
from a vacation in the Southland—he says 
all it cost him was his carfare and greens 
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fees. Deah, deah me. Oh, yes—and two 
boxes of aspirin. 

Lieutenants Withers and Bigler have 
taken over all the ship’s service activities 
in addition to their regulur duties with the 
detachment. Nahorey keeps the books, and 
Sergeant Hogan is in charge of the ship’s 
service store. Hogan seems to be deeply 
interested in learning how Nahorey makes 
out his payrolls, ete. We hope you make 
it, Hogan, 

Now—a few vignettes before we sign 
off : 

Corporal Cartwright at Vallejo, having 
his charities in mind, Sergeant Hatfield at 
Long Beach with nothing on his mind. 
Corporal Tommilson, the Beer Baron, at 
the Rodman Club. The same Baron ashore 
early before going on a 72, to enjoy a 
seidel of suds and a cigar in solitary bliss 
—thereby evading the ‘‘settin’ ’em up’’ 
for the persons who were to take him for 
the buggy-ride. Gunny Stagg taking the 
guard to Frisco for a Defence Day parade, 
and again for a parade on Washington’s 
Birthday, and not taking advantage of 
the free trip down. Maybe it’s that six- 
bit buck. Corporal Kotch in his bunk over 
the week-end, grabbing off a bit of shut 
eye preparatory to another Sand Street 
sortie. 

MaeFarland wants to know where he can 
get a compass which will point to Vallejo. 
(Editor’s note: Tell the Zombie to get an 
ordinary compass and stand south of Val- 


lejo!) 
Abernathy and Stapleton are acquiring a 
tenth grade edueation at Crockett. Love 


goes south on a 72, having persuaded the 
prison cows to suspend operations’ for that 
length of time. Upon his return, he will 
deliver the morning milk, as usual, 

Sacramento is still the best liberty town 
on the const. Veneski told us so, 

A potential whaleboat crew has been re- 
ceived in good condition from San Diego. 
Eight men, Cartwright, Harris, Kennedy, 
Loveless, Lyon, Meising, Wagner, and 
Woods, came to us en masse-—and, gentle- 
men, we mean just that. All are sizeable 
lads, 

Storeroom Clerk Blankenburg contem- 
plates a visit to Chicago while on leave 
from New York. Freight agents are in- 
vited to send latest schedules. 


MISSY MUD 
By Joe Pavender 


Lest you might forget these sea-goin’ 
Devil-Dogs who have the delightful task of 
guarding the pride of the Navy—the USS. 
Mississippi, we are sending you this from 
‘way down in Gauntanamo Bay. We sup- 
pose you all know that we have long since 
departed from dear old Norfolk for our 
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southern cruise with the New Mezico, but 
in case you don’t, we have—left on Feb- 
ruary 2. 

It may interest you to know that our 
worthy Captain Reagan, skipper of this 
company, has made a good outfit even bet- 
ter by the addition of Corporals Scott and 
Grant, of Quantico, and Corporal Reid, of 
Charleston. ‘* Horseecollar’’ Pieree, horse- 
hide swatter and pigskin toter extraordi- 
nary, is also with us, and he and Corporal 
Reid find a great deal in common to talk 
about, since both are somewhat new from 
the South. All in all, this unworthy scribe 
believes that we can not only uphold the 
ship’s standards, but even do honor to her 
name, 

Now that First Sergeant Reutsch has 
seen fit to allow his boys to stow away 
their blues and break out kahki for this 
tropic sun, we are all better listeners to 
Gunny MeKenna’s teachings on the fine 
art of gunnery, and believe you me, he cer- 
tainly demands plenty of attention on that 
subjeet. Of course, such intelligent lads as 
we are excellent material for his efforts. 
We wouldn’t want this made public, but 
we think that we have a couple of right 
good loading crews, and the sly, smug, 
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self-satisfied expression one  oceasionally 
eatches on the Gunny’s face bears us out. 
He saddens our hearts at times, though, 
by telling us we’ll be the best (naughty 
word) erew in the service, or we’ll turn in 
our hammocks and drill us at night. 

Our happy departure from Norfolk was 
saddened through the loss of three old 
timers, who had been with the ship for 
years—among them, Privates First Class 
Harrington and Lind. As all hands know, 
Harrington was our football hero and most 
highly prized gladiator, But maybe we 
shall meet him again soon, as he was trans 
ferred to Haiti. We regretted losing such 
a man. A happy eruise to all the former 
Mississippi Pirates, and may we all meet 
again in some Utopian post where reveille 
doesn’t sound until 0745. 

Perhaps youse guys ’way up in Quantico 
and New York and such envy us down here 
in the sunny tropics, where skivvy shirts 
are the uniform of the day, down here 
where our colorful bueecaneer ancestors 
roamed these romantic islands. 

We add just a word more about the 
ways in which these sea-soldiers seek 
comfort. When the tropical sun began to 
beat down on the decks, the animal in- 
stincts of the men began to assert itself. 
The amateur barbers aboard got in plenty 
of practice, cropping and shaving the heads 
of the crew. 


Mississippi Marines Get Their Heads Together 
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IDAHO SPUDS 
By High Hat 


There’s not much doing these days—the 
cold weather seems to be getting us down. 
However, Ike Breakfield has returned from 
his native Mississippi, and Lawless re- 
turned from the same general direction. 
Elson has gone south for a few days, tak- 
ing Sloan with him, Sloan intends to give 
all the farmers’ daughters in Carolina a 
thrill. 

Let’s see, now, what else? Oh, yes—it 
seems that Copeland had a heavy date 
with his sugar a few evenings ago, but 
when the evening arrived, old Jupiter 
Pluvius done him dirt in the form of a 
copious precipitation. Nothing daunted, 
Kike burnished his habiliments and ven- 
tured forth into the angry elements to keep 
his appointment. After a few moments of 
waiting on an exceedingly damp corner, 
he rolled up his trousers and decided to 
wait some more. Later investigation re- 
vealed that the young lady in question had 
attended a sewing circle meeting. Did 
Kike wax wroth? Tsk, tsk, tsk. And him 
a Private First Class. 

It has been rumored that there are two 
eorporals and a sergeant to be made soon. 
Bucking, naturally, is the order of the day, 
and Dean’s belt outshines the sun, even 
though we do remember when... . 

Of all things! Curly Martin extended 
one year for the Idaho. And only sixty 
days ago he was swearing that the sooner 
it sank, the better he’d like it. How come? 

Pender has been in the sick bay for sev- 
eral days, but is beginning to show faint 
signs of coming to life. Guess he’ll be 
okay by the time this is printed. 

Wester is now a gunnery private, no 
less. By the way, he leaves for Ol Mis’- 
sippi soon. That must be a great state. 
They all go back sooner or later. 

Koehler waits patiently for baseball— 
but wet weather and cold seem to be in 
conspiracy to prevent most athletic activity. 

Cado, A. P., came in from Philly, and 
Waits and Lackey from Quantico. On 1 
April, Butler, Gould, and Reems make their 
last trip down the gangway, headed for 
distant parts. 

May we take the liberty of asking a 
question? It seems that when a certain 
music has the duty, Sport Model Private 
Herron visits a certain address in Norfolk, 
and when Herron has the watch, the music 
dashes out to the same address. What we 
want to know is this: Who is doing the 
chiseling? 

And there goes taps. So long, gang... 


MARYLAND MURMURS 
By “Nibbs” 


Well, fellers, here’s some more news 
flashes from the Marines on Uncle Sam’s 
Battleship ‘‘Big Mary.’’ 

Several events of no small importance 
have happened since our last contribution. 
First of all was the Marine whaleboat 
race, which was again taken by the Big 
Mary's Marines, with the Wee Vee, Pennsy. 
and Ariz running close behind in the order 
named. It was a elose and thrilling race 
from start to finish, but, due to excellent 
training and superior strength, we were 
able to put on a dash in the last 200 yards 
to pull away from them all to the tune 
of half a boat’s length at the finish. 

The coxswain was none other than Gy- 
Sgt. W. E. Jefferson. It was through his 
never-failing efforts that the crew was 
whipped into the excellent condition that 
they proved to be in. Yes sir, much credit 
is due Jefferson. This is the second time 
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he has shown the other Marine whaleboat 
erews his rudder. 

We must not forget one other member 
of the crew for his efforts, not only in 
pulling in the crew, but the paces he put 
the rest through in training, and he is 
**Whataman’’ Barieau, fresh from the All- 
Navy football team. Several of last year’s 
erew were back again this year. The 
erew were ‘‘Horse’’ Walpoott, port stroke; 
‘*Tony’’ Istanich, starboard stroke; 
**Jimmy’’ Hicks; ‘*‘Red’’ Gettys; ‘‘ What- 
aman’’ Barieau, and ‘‘Nellie’’ Nelson, 
both of football fame; ‘‘ Dicky Boy’’ Gra- 
ham, our Music; ‘‘Robby’’ Robertson, our 
dashing ex-messcook; ‘‘Duke’’ Ellington; 
**Freddie’’ Cole, the Tennessee Rebel; 
**Sheiky’’ Shirk, the Big Shot from Kan- 
sas; ‘*Two Gun’’ Smalley; and Crumly. 
The time was 15:04. Alternate coxswain 
Sgt. John J. Whittington could be seen 
every day putting the boys through work- 
outs in the boat. 

After the race, the whole crew enjoyed 
a sixteen-day leave. One in particular by 
the newspaper clipping sent back to the 
ship. I wonder how some people get that 
way. 

We came alongside the repair ship Me- 
dusa for repairs on the 17th. On the 19th 
we picked up our beds and moved aboard 
the USS. Bridge, where we enjoyed a three 
days stay. On the 21st we made a landing 
at San Clemente Island. Everything was 
just fine until we got into the small boats. 
As luck would have it, the sea was pretty 
rough. We went over the side in eargo 
nets, the writer being the first over the 
side and into a motor whaleboat. After we 
were loaded, we pulled away from the ship, 
and the swells were so big that when we 
were in them we could just see the top of 
the mast on the ship. I’m afraid that 
some of our Marines are not very good 
sailors. How about it, Ford? After all 
troops had gone over the side, all boats 
got into formation and proceeded toward 
the beach, taking about two hours to make 
the trip. It was a common sight to see 
the men laying over the gunwales. After 
we got in near the beach, we couldn’t get 
in close enough to land because of kelp 
beds, for which all hands were thankful. 
It seems that on the Bridge they don’t 
know what reveille is. The first night there 
they said reveille would go at 0530. When 
they called us the jimmy-legs hollered out, 
**Chow in about ten minutes!’’ Can you 
beat that? We were treated with every 
respect by the crew, and want to thank 
them for the way they looked out for our 
comfort and made our stay an enjoyable 
one. I also hope that we left a lasting im- 
pression on them. 

At the present writing the boat crew is 
working out twice a day for the All-Navy 
race, which takes place the latter part of 
March. By the time this article comes out 
it will be history. From the looks of the 
way the crew is working it will be another 
victory for the Maryland, not overlooking 
the fact that the Marines from the cruiser 
Chester made the race in faster time than 
we did. We have the same crew with the 
exception of Gettys, who is being trans- 
ferred. The man taking his place pulled 
last year, but wasn’t eligible this year, 
having pulled in the Race boat, namely 
**Brute’’ Gerschoffer. 

All hands are standing by for our trip 
to the East Coast. Quite a few of the 
boys are extending their sea service to 
make the trip (Boy, they sure can take 


it!). Those extending are Sergeant 
**Slug’’ Sealey; Private First Class 
‘*Tony’’ Istanich; Private First Class 


‘Carway, our detachment presser; Private 
Carlton, the big 


First Class ‘‘Eddie’’ 


Twenty-nine 


MARYLAND OARSMEN 
Standing, left to right: Captain Ladd, Cole, Crumly, Smalley, Hicks, Ellington, Shirk, 


Walpoott, Second Lieutenant Wilbur. 


Kneeling, left to right: Graham, Robertson, Nel- 


son, Gettys, Jefferson (coxswain), Barieau, Istanich, Whittington. 


lipped boy from Palo Alto; Private First 
Class ‘‘Crooner’’ ilooe, the detachment 
nightingale; Corporal Sid Calomb; Private 
First Class Lundegard; and Private First 
Class Hoag. 

We are about to lose our C. O., Captain 
Ladd, who is to be detached upon the re- 
porting of his relief on or about March 
15. All hands will hate to see him leave. 
Captain Ladd will leave with the best 
wishes of all hands for a pleasant tour of 
duty at his new station. Our loss is going 
to be somebhody’s gain. The new C. O. is 
Captain P. S. Geer, from Pensacola, Cap- 
tain Geer, we welcome you, and hope that 
your tour of duty aboard the Maryland 
will be one that will be an everlasting 
memory. 

This could go on far into the night, but 
will stop now so some of the space will 
be left for others. You will be hearing 
from us again so Adios, Amigos. Hasta 
lueqo. 


LONE STAR FLASHES 
By the Second Vice-President 


It’s been so long since we Gyrenes on 
the good ship Texas have been in print that 
it’s hard to say where we should start to 
tell our story. After a summer in the 
Navy Yard we’ve blossomed forth into a 
bunch of old salts, our sea-going time be- 
ing spent in gunnery and fleet maneuvers. 
Our battery captured two of those elusive 
little white ‘‘E’s,’’ Sergeant Kasparek and 
Corporal Haboush being the prize gun cap- 
tains. Sergeant Kasparek’s gun had the 
distinction of getting the highest individual 
gun score on the ship. Since short range 
battle practice we’ve boomed through night 
battle and long range practices with lots 
of time spent on the guns at ‘‘ war watches’’ 
as well. All hands showed lots of pep in 
the gunnery year and Gy-Sgt. John Linder 
and Private First Class Carpenter have 
kept our battery shining, with the aid of 
lots of Brilliantshine and elbow grease. 

We’ve had a big turnover in our guard 
in the past seven months. Lieutenants 
Russell and Bowser reported for duty after 
attending Fleet Gunnery School during the 
summer. About November we got recruits 
from the sea-school, who have by now be- 
come as salty as the rest of us and are a 


SEND IN YOUR 
DETACHMENT NEWS 


part of the gang. Sergeant Ragsdale joined 
us before Christmas and is one of the few 
of our ranks to enter the field of matri- 
mony. Captain Jones, our former skipper, 
left us in January to join the Fleet Ma- 
rine Force and was replaced by Capt. A. D. 
Challacombe, it being a break for us to 
serve with two such good captains. Our 
**top,’’ First Sergeant Shadbolt and his 
understudy, Corporal Gordon, we’ll be sorry 
to lose, as they are an office force for any- 
body to be proud of. We wish lots of luck 
to both of them. 

The whole detachment has jumped right 
in with both feet into ship’s activities. 
Cpl. Peter Haboush turned into a carpenter 
at Christmas time and with the aid of a 
lot of good helpers built a house for our 
Christmas display that won the ship’s prize 
of $25.00 for the best decorated living com- 
partment. Bachman, Keslensky, Mims and 
Flattery are our football players. Krisch, 
Adams and Vaughn are out for the ship’s 
baseball team. Posey, as well as being our 
**tailor,’’ is one of the ship’s best ‘‘rass- 
lers.’’ Foulke is also a wrestler, and 
Genant and Foster are the boxers. Several 
of the detachment are out for the ship’s 
pistol team, among them being Strait, Zim- 
mer, Brock and Curler. We had a good 
husky hard-working whaleboat crew with 
an able cox’n, in the person of Corporal 
Buss. The galley slaves were as follows: 
DeLaittre, Carpenter, Chadwell, Haboush, 
Zimmer, Curler, Foster, Genant, Scharr, 
Brock, W. M. Brown, Cornwell, Hatley and 
Simons. The boys’ boat was half full of 
water when we crossed the finish line and 
for that reason we didn’t make out as well 
as we had expected. Brain, Scharr, and 
W. M. Brown are ‘‘prepping’’ for the 
exams to the Naval Academy and we’re 
all hoping they make out okeh. Lately 
we’ve been drilling on Trona Field and 
all hands are profiting by some much- 
needed infantry drill. Even Sergeant Sea- 
right, our police sergeant, left his fox-tails, 
swabs, and emery paper behind and came 
up out of his hole for some morning air 
and drill. 

No Marine guard is perfect, of course, 
but we’re making a good try at having a 
guard to be proud of. We’ve got a ecrack- 
ing good guard here on the Lone Star and 
everyone of us is proud to claim it. We’re 
rarin’ to go on this East Coast cruise so 
some of us Easterners can get back to 
God’s country and let these ‘‘native sons’’ 
see how white folks live. 

(Continued on page 49) 
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FIRST BATTALION NOTES 
By E. L. Wayland 


‘*The time has come,’’ the Walrus said, 
‘*to speak of many things—’’ so we'll 
start this monthly space-filler for the First 
Battalion with the comment that most of 
the Marines who landed here during those 
hectic days and nights, just previous to the 
now famous Soochow Creek War two years 
ago, are now aboard the USS. Henderson 
und heading for the land of the ignoble 
experiment. The alleyways and gala days 
of Shanghai will see them no more... 
for a while at least. 

At Headquarters Company, First Bat 
falion, Lt. P. A. Shiebler plots an unbeat 
able system of Hai Alai at the desk left 
by Lt. H. C, Roberts, and Ist Sgt. Floyd 
T. Davenport supplies the growls formerly 
dealt out by Ist Sgt. J. A. Hidy. Pfe. Gus 
Council still shows up around the Company 
Office ocensionally. And (gracias a Dios) 
among those missing are Privates First 
Class Kemper, Kenney, Yeager, and Pri 
vates Grimes, Levaff, Kruse and a_ bozo 
who writes stuff like this for Tue Learn 
ERNECK, sometimes, 

Silver mounted Plaques were presented 
to Howitzer and Machine Gun Company 
‘*D’? and to Headquarters Company at a 
Battalion Parade held February 9th. These 
Trophies were won in a Regimental Combat 
Efficiency Competition held last fall while 
Lt. Harold C. Roberts was in command of 


the Headquarters Company and Capt. L. 
Hf. Wayt (still in command) of Company 

Captain G. E. Monson has relieved Lt. 
L. C. Goudeau as Battalion Adjutant. Lt. 
Goudeau is ordered to Peiping and Lt. S. 
V. Clark of Company ‘‘A’’ has reported 
for duty at Cavite, P. I. 

Writing news notes for the First Bat- 
tulion, Fourth Marines, Marine Corps Ex- 
peditionary Forees in Shanghai, China, 
after spending two years and a_ million 
dollars (well, almost) in the aforemen- 
tioned ‘‘Pig City’’—and waiting with a 
tapping foot and well chewed fingernails 
for the arrival of a Stateside Maru is be- 
ginning to make me walk on my heels—Ay 
Tank Ay Go Hum, 


SECOND BATTALION NOTES 
By “Pagliacci” 


When the good ship Selandia hove into 
the harber at Shanghai, she brought with 
her a veritable boon to the Fourth Ma- 
rines, in the person of Joe Vitek, the ace 
of pitchers, and the revitalized hope of the 
Regimental baseball team. First Sergeant 
Vitek was assigned to Company ‘‘E,’’ See- 
ond Battalion, and is now renewing ac- 
quaintanee with his duties of his grade. 
It seems that Joe has for the past year or 
so, been sojourning in San Diego, doing 
his Marine duties by telephone. 

The information or inflammation of this 
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FOURTH MARINES OFFICERS BASKETBALL TEAM, SHANGHAI, CHINA 


Lieutenants Fromhold, Fry, Fagan, Phipps, A. Larson, H. I. Larson, O’Donnell, 
Rixey, and one unidentified. 


article may take on the nature of a resumé 
of the activities of Company ‘‘E’’ ex- 
plosions, not so much because that organ- 
ization is any better than the others, but 
because the personnel of the Company are 
always before the eyes of the world. For 
instance, the rugby season was a sort of a 
joke in Shanghai, until our own ‘‘Red’’ 
Lee arrived in November. Red came back, 
not beeause he didn’t like the states, or 
because he did like Shanghai, but because 
it was just a habit with him. He has been 
here so long, and his many Chinese friends, 
to say nothing of the many foreigners in 
Shanghai, think of him as an institution. 
But he has done a lot of work on the Rug- 
by team, of which he is the skipper, and 
now is about to branch out into the other 
sports which appear with the spring thaws 
and grassy parks. 

Basketball has been the main source of 
entertainment to the lesser lights of the 
Second Battalion. In the Navy ‘‘Y’’ con- 
solation league, Company ‘‘E’’ and ‘‘F’’ 
have been the rivals for honors, each of the 
two teams winning the series in its own 
particular class, and at last having to draw 
for the final honors. 

But when even the basketball] and rugby 
games give out, there will be a new game 
to hold the spectators breathless and the 
participants stiff-legged. It is called ‘‘low 
down polo,’’ but our own term is ‘‘kiddy 
kar polo,’’ since it is played on what are 
the bane of all pedestrians in a kid-loving 
community: velocipedes, kiddy kars or 
what have you. The game is a sort of 
brain child of Len Hall, the sports seecre- 
tary of the Navy ‘‘Y,’’ and he has been 
most ardent in his nursing the game along. 
The first of the series of the game will be 
played during the last week of this month, 
and we all expect the many Marines of 
the town to start spinning tops and throw- 
ing yoyos, ete. 

During the first week of January of this 
year, headquarters beename really generous 
and authorized a lot of promotions which 
have already been announced in_ these 
pages. There are more than can be men- 
tioned in this article, but our constant ad- 
vice is to see that the new ‘‘eye-brows’’ 
and ‘‘tulips’’ be well sewed on, lest the 
spring rains and the sure-to-come-typhoons 
dislodge them. We have already seen some 
evidences of loosened seniority, but hope 
that time will serve as a cement and that 
the errant will mend their ways. 

With the continued depression, and the 
prolonged high price of ‘‘spud’’ many of 
the more convivial spirits of the Mighty 
Second have taken to ‘‘ Barrack Room Tea 
Parties.’’ Almost every evening, a gather- 
ing in some corner is to be seen, the as- 
semblage partaking of Russian Cheese and 
pickles, or Vanilla wafers and water or 
even a hold over chunk of Abe Collin’s 
eake. They munch their bits over a thrill- 
ing game of chess or meditate and masti- 
eate over an ace bid in Contract. 

The one real topic of conjecture among 
us all is, ‘‘When do we make the Yangtze 


(Continued on page 53) 
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WEST COAST CHRONICLES 


MARINE CORPS BASE 


Brigadier General Frederick L. Bradman, 
Commanding Marine Corps Base, leaves San 
Diego for Shanghai. General Bradman and 
his family will leave Los Angeles on 
March 26th for Shanghai aboard the Presi- 
dent Polk. General Bradman will be in 
command of all Marines on the Asiatic 
Station, with station at Shanghai, and he 
will have jurisdiction over Marine forces 
at Shanghai and Peking, and in the Philip- 
pines and Guam. At the present time we 
do not know who will succeed General 
Bradman as commanding officer Marine 
Corps Base. 

A shadow of gloom and sorrow was east 
over the entire personnel of the Marine 
Base February 19th on being informed of 
the death of Ch.Q.M.Clk. John D. Brady. 
Mr. Brady joined the office force at the 
Commanding General’s Office on October 
17, 1930, when he was assigned as assistant 
base adjutant. On May 11, 1931, he as 
sumed duty as base adjutant and con- 
tinued to serve as such until his death. Mr. 
Brady endeared himself to all through his 
sympathetic and kindly attention to the 
official business of all with whom he was 
associated at the base. Mr. Brady was 
known throughout the Marine Corps for his 
efficiency as an officer, and his ability to 
make friends is hard to surpass. 

Captain Paul A. Lesser has been assigned 
Base Adjutant and Maj. John A. Gray as- 
signed Operating and Training Officer al- 
so Intelligence and Legal Officer. 

The First Separate Battery is holding 
its annual target practice from March 6th 
to about March 23rd. In the early morn- 
ing of March 6th the First Separate Bat- 
tery left the Base headed for Camp Kerney 
artillery range. It took a long train of 
trucks and tractors to move the men and 
supplies out to the artillery range. They 
carried all equipment necessary to life, in 
eluding tents, beds and a good mess ser- 
geant. The men left the Base in the 
best of spirits looking forward to a real 
war game and the pleasure of staying out 
in the wide open for a change. 

The Second Signal Company is supply- 
ing the necessary equipment for communi- 
eation between the battery and planes and 
the battery and Marine Corps Base. There 
was also a machine gun platoon detailed 
to go along with the First Separate Bat- 
tery and they will conduct target practice 
and combat practice with machine guns 
during the same period. 

CWA men work at 
Rifle Range under 


Marine Base and 


Marine Officers. Im- 


Platoon 21, Instructed by Sgt. N. 


provements are being made by the CWA 
here at the Base and Rifle Range. Capt. 
Herman H. Hanneken is directing work of 
exeavating under the Barracks here at the 
Base and Capt. Elmer E. Hall is directing 
work out at the Rifle Range. The Rifle 
Range is being made larger by cutting 
down a hill. After the hill has been cut 
down more targets will be added to the 
range. When this work is completed the 
Marine Base will have a rifle range second 
to none. 

HEADQUARTERS PERSONALITIES 

First Sergeant I. M. Ward and Corporal 
‘‘Tommy’’ Ballaban are in the midst of 
their six months’ extended debate entitled 
**Resolved, That The Chevrolet Is A Bet- 
ter Automobile Than The Ford.’’ At pres- 
ent Ward is a few points ahead, due to the 
fact that Ballaban has lost his Ford. 

Speaking of automobiles, Corporal ‘‘ Pea- 
Wee’’ LaRue is proud owner of the classiest 
machine in the Base, which is one of Henry 
Ford’s late 1923 coupes—he never has any 
trouble with his ‘‘Chariot,’’ only the ‘‘ free 
wheeling’’ requires adjusting occasionally. 

Corporal ‘‘Berry’’ Perry, who performs 
duty as the Commanding General’s sten- 
ographer, has been concentrating in deep 
study here of late and has_ threatened 
writing a book on ‘‘Society And What It’s 
Like In Shanghai.’’ Private Zenger, an- 
other ambitious stenographer, is looking 
forward to his first furlough. 

Private First Class ‘‘Cannon Ball’’ Bul- 
pin has retired from the Sergeant Major’s 
Office, he has also shipped over and has 
made arrangements to pay his way aboard 
a commercial liner to Shanghai, China, for 
duty—that will be OK, pal, but don’t try 


Platoon 22, by Sgt. C. R. Hochman and 1 Cpl. H. F. 


E. Blunck und Cpl. Cc. L. Ashbrook 


another one of those famous ‘‘record 
runs’’ in Shanghai. 

The Post Exchange Clerks are trying 
their best to get Corporal ‘‘Bum’’ Gar- 
ner’s name changed to ‘‘Wimpy,’’ but it 
seems that he has too much competition. 

Corporal Hammet (ex-Post Exchange 
Clerk) is now living the luxurious life as 
Headquarters Police Sergeant. 

Corporal Sisson is known around Head- 
quarters’ Squadroom as the ‘‘Six O’elock 
Man,’’ because of his promptness in hitting 
the deck. 

Private ‘‘Chicken’’ Woods, the ex-Hai- 
tian Jockey, has improved wonderfully af- 
ter being recommended for private first 
class. 

Due to the fact that ‘‘boots’’ are get- 
ting rather scarce in the Recruit Depot, 
Private First Class Derrick has joined the 
Prison Guard. Everyone else is doing fine 
except Private First Class Jordon who is 
shipping over tomorrow—he states the fol- 
lowing ‘‘I had lots of jobs offered me on 
the outside, but all I had to say to those 
who were bidding for my service was— 
Once a Marine—always a Marine!’’ 


AIRCRAFT TWO, F. M. F. 
By O. D. Schert 

Ernie (No Punch) Fingerman, our rising 
white hope, who takes them regularly at 
the stadium, can rub the back of his neck 
with a piece of canvas and tell what ring 
it eame from. 

Ekiss forgot to wear his toupeé to work a 
few days ago, and was promptly made 
Private First Class beeause of his mature 
years. He is saving up for a pair of 
crutches now, which should get him a Staff 
Sergeant’s warrant, at least. 

When Elmer (The Great) Travis goes 
ashore, the Arkansaw corner of the Service 
Company Barracks is so quiet you can 
hear an anvil drop. If he doesn’t stay 
home more, we’ll be forced to acquire a 
pair of mountain canaries to keep up the 
good old jackass baritone while he’s gone. 

The other night Baldwin brought home 
a cornet to counteract the yodelin’ cow- 
prods we’ve been infected with the past 
few months. Baldy says he can give ’em 
a honk for every plink, and if he ean’t 
drown ’em out he ean still beat ’em over 
the head with it. 

Quartermaster Owens is still after the 
scalp of the man who chalked that hammer 
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mechanie’s insignia on his ship (and was 
such insignia appropriate?). If he gets 
said sealp, Jimmy Green won’t need any 
more hair tonic. 

Berry, radio expert and box-fighter de 
luxe from Quantico, teaches a Sunday 
School class on the side, except such Sun 
days as he goes up to Hollywood. 

Graham, Longanecker and Yasaitis 
brought each other home on a recent Sat 
urday night. That city cider shore does 
git hard, don’t it? Or maybe it was store 
bought sody pop. 

Jug Smith drew a spare bunk ecard, He’s 
going to put it on that thirty year bench 
in the Y. M. C, A. that he inherited from 
Willie Davis. 


THE FIFTH BATTALION WITH 
THE FLEET 


By C. Dunmore 


Any of the staid citizens of San Diego 
who were up and around on the morning 
of 19 February must have thought that 
another war was imminent, and with good 
reason, as truck load after truck load of 
Marines arrived at the docks. The Fleet 
Marine Force was about to embark on the 
U.S.S. Holland, after two weeks of inten 
sive training for its participation in’ the 
gigantic war game with the U. S. Fleet 
off the California Coast. 

We assembled at 5:30 in the morning 
and ate our last breakfast in the Base for 
a few days, after which we embarked on 
trucks and were transported to Broadway 
Pier for further transportation in ship’s 
boats to the U.S.S. Holland, which was to 
be our tloating home for the next few days. 

After we had arrived aboard, the first 
job was to get settled in our various as 
signed billets. They did not look so bad 
either for we found that we were to sleep 
in bunks. The ship weighed anchor at 
1000 and we were on our way to join the 
rest of the fleet at some rendezvous off the 
coast. The remainder of the first day was 
devoted to school on the tacties of the 
problem coming up the next day and for 
the Battery in getting the Mountain Guns 
in first class shape after their short trip 
over the waters of San Diego Bay. 

Reveille went the next morning at 5:30 
and after breakfast we were told to get 
ready and start preparatory to disembark- 
ing at about 1000 At about OS00 the fog 
lifted and shortly after we sighted the 


island of San Clemente. This was the 
island that we were supposed to take and 
hold as a Naval Base. It was assumed 


that the objective was ov upied by a strong 
defending force with artillery and an Air 
Force. Our battleships lay off our port 
side «a short distance and _ simulated 


Platoon 23, San Diego. Instructed by Sergeant Kuhar and Cpl. W. Hulburd 


shelling the beach in order to render the 
landing of our force easier. 

At 11:45 the sea ladders were thrown 
over the side and we were ordered into the 
small boats. This was no easy matter for 
the swells were far from small and one 
moment the boat was quite handy and the 
next it would be far below us. All equip- 
ment was lowered into the boat with the 
men and we started on our long trip of 
about ten miles to the distant shore. From 
the other ships that were in our convoy 
small boats were being lowered and it was 
assumed that Marines were being loaded 
into them. About half of our forees had 
gone over the side when the enemy planes 
were sighted and it was but a short time 
until they were swooping down over our 
foree. After a short session of this the 
enemy planes disappeared over the horizon, 
We continued on our way shoreward and 
believe me you, many a Marine fed the 
fishes that morning as we rode over one 
huge swell after another. When we were 
approximately two hundred yards from the 
beach reeall was sounded and it was as- 
sumed that a suecessful landing was ef- 
feeted. The remainder of the day and all 
of the next was spent at sea while the 
Holland maneuvered with the fleet, taking 
part in exercises. Late on the night of 
February: 21 we dropped the hook off 
Coronado Roads and the entrance into the 
bay was not attempted until late the next 
morning because of heavy fog which made 
it impossible to see even the shore line, 
A slight thrill was afforded us while we 
were trying to make the entrance to the 
channel. Through some unknown reason 
we got off our course and barely escaped 
going aground. The ship slid from one bar 
to another and with each jar we all mut 
tered a prayer, for all hands were anxious 
to get back home onee more. 

We disembarked at 11:00, 22 February 
and returned to the good old Base at 
exactly noon. This completed the first fleet 
problem for the Fleet Marine Force. 
Whether or not it was a success can be 
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judged by this radio received shortly after 

the completion of the maneuvers: 

TO: MARINE CORPS BASE, SAN 
DIEGO, CALIF. 

FROM: COMBATFOR. 

0024 COMBATFOR DESIRES TO EX- 

TEND HIS HIGHEST COMPLEMENTS 

ON THE PERFORMANCE OF THE DE- 

TACHMENT OF THE FLEET MARINE 

FORCE UNDER MAJOR KELLER 

ROCKEY DURING THE RECENT TAC- 

TICAL EXERCISE 1704. 

Due thanks must also be given to the 
officers and men of the Holland for the 
excellent manner in which they treated us 
while we were aboard their ship. Living 
conditions were fine and the chow of the 
best. The entire personnel did everything 
in their power to cooperate with the Ma- 
rines in making the problem a_ success. 
Here’s to the Holland and its crew, who 
played no small part in helping us keep 
the situation well in hand. 

The following officers from the Base 
were assigned to the Battalion during the 
period: Major K. E. Rockey, Capt. B. W. 
Atkinson, Capt. L. R. Jones, Capt. E. A. 
Craig, Capt. J. W. Beckett, Capt. C. W. 
Legette, Ist Lt. M. F. Schneider, Ist Lt. 
J. M. Ranek, Ist Lt. R. A. Olson, Ist Lt. 
W. M. Mitchell, Ist Lt. B. H. Kirk, 2nd 
Lts. J. R. Hester, G. R. Shell, R. M. 
Victory. 


TWENTY-ONE RATES A VOTE 
By Don McCarthy and Dan McGrew 


On December 23rd, 1933, A. D., Platoon 
21 embarked on its eventful career with a 
peculiarly heterogeneous mass which, in 
the vernacular of a Marine, might more 
properly be considered boots. The severely 
tried and unfortunate leaders of said irra- 
tional array of boots are none less than 
our highly esteemed friends and instrue- 
tors, Sergeant Blunck and Corporals Ash- 
brook and Derrick. 

**Hit the deck!’’ roars the stern com- 
mand of our ‘‘Little Napoleon,’’ Corporal 
Ashbrook, as twenty-four somnambulant 
blank files emerge, very much startled, 
from their bunks. ‘‘ Holy Chee—dese guys 
got a noive—gettin’ us up at dis time of 
de moinin—de sun ain’t even up!’’ Thus 
spake ‘*Happy’’ Willeox, south side Chi- 
cago’s contribution to our great fraternal 
organization. Hutchins, the big little man 
from the South, wins consistently at bridge. 
He ought to—having stacked hay back 
there in the sticks. Foote would like to 
know if ‘*I could draw my blues before 
going abroad.’’ Green eats lettuce ... 
Ellis just loves to feed peanuts to the ele 
phants ... Rominger roams the chow table 
as the swallows northward flutter ... 


(Continued on page 54) 
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BOWEN FIELD 
By S. J. Toranich 


VO Squadron 9M commenced its gunnery 
season for record officially on the 19th of 
February when official rehearsal was held 
in the fixed and free guns, Individual 
Battle Practice, and the firing for record 
was held on the 2list. Dive bombing 
(IBP) for record was finished on the 24th. 

As far as could be ascertained, this 
squadron has done well and stands a fine 
chance of winning the gunnery trophy in 
the Marine Corps-Shore Based Class. 

It may not be amiss to mention to our 
readers that this squadron had won the 
gunnery trophy for three consecutive years 
and although it came out second in the 
VF-VO competition, nevertheless in the VO 
class it came out first last year. This is 
an enviable record and shows the high 
state of efficiency of this unit when the 
fact is taken into consideration that the 
squadron is frequently called upon to per- 
form emergency flights besides its regular 
duties of carrying mail, freight and pas- 
sengers three days a week to the various 
sections of Haiti. Such interruptions are 
a serious handicap to the concentrated ef 
fort needed during the gunnery exercises 
to obtain better scores. 

Chafing because of the delay at Hamp- 
ton Roads, Ist Sgt. John P. Romer arrived 
here unexpectedly on the 10th via the 
freighter Martinique to relieve 1st Sgt. 
Albert C. Hartkopf, who sailed for the 
States on the Ancon on the 28th. 

No one knew which of the Harrmann 
brothers was coming here as the first name 
and middle initial meant nothing to the 
Marines who were acquainted with them. 
However, when the U.S.S. Chaumont docked 
here on the 16th, all doubts were dispelled 
when Sgt. Major William ‘‘Ham’’ W. 
Harrmann stepped on the dock and was 
greeted by First Sergeant Romer, an old 
buddy of his on the West Coast. 

The depression is over as far as this 
squadron is concerned and it is conclusive 
evidence that things are opening up in this 
Marine Corps as well as on the outside 
when the Major General Commandant sent 
us authority to make a few promotions. 
Those promoted were: Pfc. Knapp to Cor- 
poral, and Privates Hyman, O’Neill and 
Musselman to Private First Class. Free 
beer, donated by these fortunate Marines, 
flowed freely to celebrate the occasion. 

A rather peculiar incident occurred in 
front of the Carpenter Shop when Pvt. 
Paul R. Paquin, due to the early reveille 
incident to our gunnery schedule, stood at 


attention and saluted ‘‘work call’’ think- 
ing all the time that ‘‘Colors’’ was being 
sounded. Take it ‘‘easy!’’ Pilot Paquin 
is hoping for the day when he will fly a 
pursuit airplane. 

If the ‘‘Shadow’’ or Nick Carter or 
Craig Kennedy have better contact agents 
than the following reports indicate, we 
would like to meet them, as these reports 
are succinct and to the point and show how 
they have trailed their men to get their 
information. 

Read them and weep: 

Private Grous is now drinking his wine 
straight. 

Trumpeter Childers is not bothering Pri- 
vate Beatty’s horses any more, because the 
installment on his cornet came too high. 

Private Edelston, who just arrived here, 


spends most of his time writing to his 
public since the time he found some adds 
in the Lonely Hearts magazine. 

When the yacht Migrant came into the 
harbor from Boston Private Murphy and 
Trumpeter Childers stepped out in high 
society for a few days. The folk on board 
were friends of Private Murphy. 

Private Mayhew has taken to bar bells 
made of 100-pound blocks of concrete and 
molasses buckets to hold the concrete in 
since the time he lost his standing, or 
should it be footing in the squared circle 
with Private Blanton. 

It was credibly reported that Private 
Witt expressed a wish or desire to go to 
China and got off to a flying start when 
Private Shirling aided him into the water 
on his first leg of the journey. The Eng: 
lish would call the stunt ‘‘ripping,’’ but 
Private Witt called it ‘‘dripping.’’ 

Our latest addition to the horse Marines, 
Private Jonassen, tried to show his horse- 


manship to an assembled throng at the 
Guard House when his horse came dashing 
madly past and Jonassen holding on the 
bridle with one hand and with the other 
on the rear of the saddle. At the intersec: 
tion of the road with ‘‘C’’ street, the 
horse trying to negotiate the turn, slid 
and fell and the rider sustained a few body 
bruises and a bad cut on the knee which 
necessitated his going to the hospital for a 
few days 

Corporal Knapp has always been a great 
help to Corporal Janes. About a week 
ago, they were going out on a test hop 
with that miniature yacht, Model As Per 
In—, that has been a source of much en- 
joyment to Corporal Janes. While Larry 
was getting the Chow together, a necessary 
adjunet, Myron stole off to the beach to 
launch the yacht. Carrying it to the 
water from the bushes necessitated fre- 
quent delays, and during one of these 
breathing spells, Myron set the yacht on a 
stump, which to his surprise pierced the 
boat leaving a large hole in its bottom. 
We will let the reader’s imagination have 
full sway as to what Larry said to Myron, 
but Myron said that the yacht was unsea- 
worthy. 

As the nights are too dark to distinguish 
more than fleeting shadows, a report has 
come in that the Sugar Mill has taken on 
a new Superintendent and a few assistants 
for the night shift. 

Another report has it that a phantom 
sergeant has been seen roaming about on 
the graveyard shift. 

Creole has many words in its vocabulary 
that are difficult, but to Private Lockhart 
this difficulty extends to the whole lan- 
guage. The other night at the Service 
Club he overheard a young Marine say just 
after he finished drinking a glass of beer, 
**Bon Soir!’’ Wishing to show his com- 
panion that he knew at least a few words 
about creole, he picks up his glass of beer, 
drinks it down and says, ‘‘This is ‘Bon 
Soir’ beer.’? 

Our basketball team did not live up to 
our expectations in the second half of the 
season. After a good start, in which the 
erack Second Marines team was defeated, 
the morale of the team went to pieces and 
finished fifth. However, in the final stand- 
ing the Aviation team was third with the 
Second Marines and the Brigade first and 
second, respectively. 

At present the Intra-Brigade Tennis 
tournament is in progress and our outfit is 
represented ably by Corporal Harris and 
Private Easley, who stand a fine chance of 
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taking over the championship of the First 
Brigade. 

Baseball is now interesting many of the 
Marines who may have hopes of making 
the team this year. However, the com- 
petition will be very strong and many a 
veteran of last year will have to perform 
if he wants to hold on to his position. 
Cpl. ‘‘Farmer’’ Couch is coaching the 
team and says that barring accidents, the 
other Brigade teams have only hopes to 
live on, 
GOLF NOTES 

By Tony 


Brigadier General L. MeCarty Little, 
President of the Golf Club, presented the 
various prizes to the winners and runners 
up in the Annual Golf Tournament held 
last month on Saturday, the 3rd of March. 

The new champion of the Golf Club is 


=> 


NEWS FROM GUAM 


Greetings from the land of coconuts, 
nuts??, wing beans and choyotes. Once 
again we take our pen in hand to give you 
the news (There isn’t any) from this X X 
X X island in the Pacific. 

If you could be with us and hear the 
gentle dropping of the coconuts as_ they 
leave their palmy home on high and come 
to rest on the beautiful greensward below, 
the swift passage of the wing beans as they 
flit hither and yon across the cloudless 
heavens above—well maybe I’m crazy. 

Some of the boys are adopting pets. Our 
able clerk Al Evans has taken onto him- 
self a member of the canine family, he has 
named it Isa (short for Ice hound). They 
are like Damon and Pythias, inseparable, 
even to the extent of sharing the same bot 
tle of beer. We fear that the pooch will 
not last long as it is so small, in fact, it is 
so small it is practically invisible. Nettle 
(The great Nettle to you) has a cockroach; 
we look forward to some great races in the 
near future as soon as we find competition 
for Archie (The cockroach). 

The USS. Henderson is due Sunday the 
4th and several of the men can be seen 
most any time with tears in their eyes and 
sad looks on their faces. We know how 
they hate to leave the dear old Isle. 

Privates Bass and Rhodes are scheduled 
to leave this trip and judging from the sad 
looks on the faces of some of the fairer?? 
sex we know their leaving will be sad. 
Private Bass will be missed by the absence 
of his crooning???? (We are thankful for 
all small favors). 

Sergeant Virgil R. Dyer was unable to 
play the return checker match as scheduled 
due to a severe attack of Gastritis. 

Our estimable mechanic and managing 
director of the Post Garage, Pfe. H. Daniel 
Hargrave, has arrived at the conclusion af- 
ter much deep concentration that cars will 
start much easier if the switch is turned 
on, 


Our baseball team suffers heavy losses 
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Mr. F. J. Grau who defeated Mr. W. K. 
Horton, Jr., both of the West India Oil 
Co., in a hard fought contest, 2-1 for 36 
holes. Both men turned in a final seore of 
150, but the exceptionally fine driving and 
accurate putting, coupled with many birdies 
by Mr. Grau, proved too much for the 
steady game played by Mr. Horton. 

In the Consolation ‘‘A’’ Flight Mr. B. 
C. Seott defeated 1st Lt. J. B. Hardie and 
in the Consolation ‘‘B’’ Flight Captain 
Whaling, of the Garde d’Haiti, won from 
Lt. J. B. Bancroft, (MC) USN. 


The champion of ‘‘B’’ Flight, Lt. C. M. 
Dumbauld, (MC) USN, won easily from 
Ch.Ph. W. R. Holmes, of the American 
Scientific Mission. Both of these golfers, it 
was said, should have been in the cham- 
pionship flight, because their playing is 
above the average and they have been con- 
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sistent winners in the weekly tourna- 
ments. 

The same day that the prizes were pre- 
sented, a White Horse Whiskey tourna- 
ment was held and the prizes, 3 quarts of 
White Horse Whiskey generously donated 
by the agent of the White Horse company, 
were won by Ph.M.lel. Jack Baur and 
Capt. J. T. Walker, the first prize being 
two quarts. 

The presentation of the prizes for the 
Annual Tournament, with the White Horse 
Whiskey tournament as an added incentive, 
brought out many golfers, who also en- 
joyed the refreshments and sandwiches 
that were served. 

There have been many women golfers 
out on the course during the past few 
months and the tournament committee is 
trying to have a Ladies’ Tournament, but 
to date, only about three have signified 
their intention to enter. 


Tal Sing Foo Photo 


Governor L. M. Judd of Hawaii, presents 
the Diamond Head Marathon Trophy to 
Pvt. Leslie R. Hebert. 


this month; four of the players are leaving 
on the Henderson and unless we get several 
players on the incoming draft some of the 
retired athletes will be forced to come out 
and do their stuff. 

With the able assistance of our first ser-, 
geant, John J. Buckley, we hope soon to 
have a band for Guard mounts, reviews and 
inspections; at present we have two trum- 
peters, a snare drummer and a bass drum- 
mer; however the top is ever on the look- 
out for new material and soon hopes to 
have the best Marine Band on the Island. 


Several men took a pienie lunch and 
made a reconnaissance trip to Merizo last 
Sunday, leaving early in the morning and 
returning in time for chow that night, 
from what we hear a good time was had by 
all but the liquid refreshment ran out so 
the boys came home. It seems that Cor- 
poral Harris our Post Exchange Steward 
bought a ease of beer for the boys, at least 
that is what they are trying to tell him; 
he seems to think it was every man for 
himself; well we wish him luck pay-day but 
as he has already paid the eold hard cash 
it looks bad. 

The rifle range has opened again and to 
date ten men have fired; five men qualified 
as expert riflemen, two as sharp-shooters, 
two as marksmen and only one man un- 
qualified. Sgt. Oscar Smith says if he could 
have used his system he is sure he could 
have made high marksman at least. 


PEARLS FROM PEARL HARBOR 
By Good 

In introducing news items of Marine Bar- 
racks, Pearl Harbor, Hawaii, I wish to call 
to your attention that this command consists 
of eighteen commissioned and warrant offi- 
cers and three hundred and eighty-three en- 
listed men, commanded by Colonel Frank E. 
Evans. 

Three companies are maintained at this 
post, with Captain John Waller command- 
ing Company ‘‘A’’; Captain Willard R. 
Enk, Company ‘‘B’’; and First Lieutenant 
Merrill B. Twining, Barracks Detachment. 
Captain John K. Martenstein is the Post 
Quartermaster. 

Under direction of Major Ross S. Kings- 
bury, our popular executive officer, a new 
athletic field and grand stand is being con- 
structed. When completed, the grand stand 
will have a seating capacity of approximate- 
ly three hundred persons. Heretofore the 
Marines of this command have done well in 
baseball and all other forms of athletics in 
which they have participated. With Colonel 
Evans’ display of interest and Lieutenant 


Tropical Topics 
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Thompson as athletic officer we should excel 
all previous records. 

On Wednesday, 31 January, 1934, Colonel 
Evans gave an account of his experiences in 
French Morocco through the facilities of ra- 
dio station KGMB, Honolulu, T. H. ‘‘ Deke’’ 
Knowles, our bandmaster, and his minstrels 
added a touch of atmosphere by presenting 
the ‘‘ Foreign Legion March.’’ 

Lieutenant Twining, post range officer, 
and his squad of sharpshooters recently suc- 
cessfully completed a course of machine gun 
anti-aireraft instruction and firing. It is 
understood that Pearl Harbor is the only 
post in the Marine Corps that can boast an 
anti-aireraft range. 

Wednesday, 10 January, the Honorable L. 
M. Judd, Governor of the Territory of Ha- 
waii, presented Private Leslie R. Hebert 
with a trophy which he won in the Annual 
New Year’s Diamond Head Five Mile Race. 
Admiral H. E. Yarnell and staff took part 
in the ceremony. 

In 1924 Theo. H. Davies & Co., of Hono- 
lulu, offered a loving cup in competition 
for the Annual New Year’s Day Diamond 
Head Run, with a ruling that the names of 
winners would be inscribed on the cup, and 
that, in order to procure permanent posses. 
sion of this trophy, a runner must win the 
race three times, however not necessarily 
consecutively. 

In 1932 and 1933 Hebert was victorious. 
His triumph in 1934 thereby entitled him 
to ownership of the trophy. In this last race 
Hebert broke the record over the five-mile 
course. 

Due to the great odds that Hebert encoun- 
tered in this undertaking, he having the Ar- 
my, Navy, and a score of civilians to compete 
with, the entire command was overwhelmed 
with delectation at his success, and we are 
glad to have Hebert as a member of this 
command. 

Corporal Victor O. Woods, of Competition, 
Missouri, barracks detachment property ser- 
geant, has determined to move his bunk 
down to the storeroom. The anxiety of the 
short-timers about their baggage has driven 
him to despair. Of late, he can only get in 
nineteen hours a day bunk fatigue. 

There are rumors to the effect that Pri- 
vate ‘*Breczy’’ Turner, Post Amusement 
Fund Clerk, is thinking of applying for an 
own convenience discharge in order that he 
may go into the hotel business in Honolulu. 
Turner has acquired quite a bit of experience 
in hotel work since his arrival in Hawaii. 
Me Laddie, I wish thee success in thy under- 
taking. 

**Hobo’’ Stricklen and his vagabond cof- 
fee circle get together each evening and 
thrash out all problems, past, present, and 
future, from the destiny of the nation to 
disputed cribbage hands. The entrance fee 
to this cirele is one cup, coffee, tea, or other- 
wise. Private ‘‘Speed’’ Williams, where 
art thou? 

Our ‘‘One-Eyed 
Francife]s A. Gislason), 


Connolly’’ (Private 
who has been 


crashing the intimacies of the basketball 
squad in the disguise of a trainer, continues 
to spread mirth and confusion about the 
barracks in his role as jester. 


PEARL HARBOR BATTALION 


Corporal Yost dashing madly around the 
barracks with the Co. ‘‘A’’ payroll under 
his arm... Sgt. Ducky Stroud getting ready 
to go ashore in two minutes mex ... The 
inimitable Corporal Wilson always late and 
sometimes absent ...PM-Sgt. Jones discus- 
sing post exchange administration ... 1st 
Sgt. ‘‘ Archie’’ Roehrig, the muster roll king, 
trying to round up his gang of telephone 
operators Daniel H. Swett, ‘*Goon’’ 
Jones, and ‘‘Runt’’ Christie discussing law 

Pfe. Ferrebee mumbling incoherently 
to himself, a common ailment of those 
**Kamaaina’’ . . . Corporal Thompson re- 


Misc 


THE IMPERIAL DRAGON ROARS 


Ex-Marines, soldiers, and sailors from all 
walks of life foregathered at Pythian Tem- 
ple, New York City, on February 17th, the 
oceasion being the Thirty-third Annual Re- 
union of the Great Yamen, Imperial Order 
of The Dragon, an organization consisting 
of veterans of the China Relief Expedition 
of 1900, an event in which the Marine 
Corps played a very conspicuous part. Many 
of our notable officers, active and retired, 
first gained fame in this particular cam- 
paign. 

The afternoon of the convention day was 
devoted to a business session presided 
over by H. L. Koehler, ex-Marine, now a 
resident of Philadelphia, who for the past 
year has held the office of ‘‘Grand Vice- 
roy.’’ Koehler was succeeded in office by 
John Macloy, former Navy lieutenant and 
holder of two Congressional Medals of 
Honor. He received one of the medals for 
valor in China and the other at Vera Cruz. 
Lieutenant Macloy will head the Order for 
a year. The big event of the day was, of 
eourse, the dinner, which was scheduled to 
run from eight P. M. until unconscious. 

It seems that a keen friendly rivalry 
sprang up between the Army and the Ma- 
rines during the memorable days of the 
Boxer Campaign which is always revived 
at the dinners, and marks one of the fea- 
tures of the gathering, those who served 
with the 9th and 14th U. S. Infantry con- 
tributing largely to the would-be contro- 
versy. 

After the officers of the Order made 
their speeches the floor was turned over to 
the entire assembly, in which all partici- 
pated in an exercise known to ‘‘Dragons’’ 
as ‘*All Around the Mud Wall,’’ and, by 
the way, if any of the readers want to 
know the meaning of the term Mud Wall, 
just consult some very old timer in the 
outfit and he will explain that the Mud 
Wall at Tien Tsin, China, played a very 
important part in the operations of the 
Marines around that city in the Boxer 
Campaign. It was here that Capt. Leonard 
lost an arm, later being decorated for 
valor. Maj. Gen. Smedley D. Butler first 


ferring to the Quartermaster Department 
as I, me, and myself . . . Drummer Le 
Blane alternating on working on his mus- 
tache and his bugle . Quartermaster 
Sergeant Long contaminating the atmos- 
phere throughout the first deck with that 
terrible pipe of his ** Moose-Face’’ 
Byers, truck driver, racing with the fire 
department on his return from a basketball 
game ... Oscar M. Barton going to town, 
Watertown??? Sergeant Kiszewski, 
‘*Pop’’ Austin, and ‘‘ Joe’? Hudson prom- 
enading the Navy Yard ... Sgt. ‘‘Tex’’ 
Evans prospecting for a domicile in Kai- 


attracted notice at Tien Tsin and many 
others got the first real experience there. 

The ‘*Mud Wall’’ stunt by the ‘‘Chi- 
nos’’ at Dragon Dinners means that every- 
one is permitted to get it off his chest and 
they eertainly go to it. Many anecdotes 
were told. of the days in China. Old Ma- 
rine officers were referred to by the rank 
they held back in the old days but mostly 
by their nicknames. General Butler was 
familiarly called ‘*‘Smedley.’’ Then too, 
they spoke of ‘‘Mickey’’ Bannon, ‘‘ Jock- 
ey’’ Low, ‘*‘Naney’’ Biddle, and ‘‘Smoke 
Up’’ Neville. Colonel Waller was referred 
to as just plain ‘‘Tony.’’ In reealling 
events in the early days of the Philippines, 
‘*Hiking Hiram’’ (Captain Bearss) was 
mentioned. One Marine who went back to 
the days of the Spanish War when Marines 
were operating with the Navy at Guan- 
tanamo, Cuba, recited a poem which begins 
with the lines ‘‘Marblehead, Marblehead, 
Don’t Bombard the Shore.’’ The poem 
was originally a joke on Colonel Corcoran, 
known throughout the Corps as ‘‘ Mickey,’’ 
and the latter offered a fat reward to any- 
one who would disclose the name of the 
author. It must be said that any one of 
those mentioned was regarded in a most re- 
spectful way, all differences having long 
been buried. 

The Reunion proper was held on a Sat- 
urday, but so glad were many to meet old 
pals that a holdover roundup was held the 
next day, Sunday, when all split up to 
meet again next year. No city has thus 
far been selected for the next convention, 
but Philadelphia has put in a strong bid 
for the affair. 

The Imperial Order of the Dragon is an 
hereditay organization, membership passing 
down from father to the eldest son. Very 
recently Maj. Gen. John T. Meyers ob- 
tained membership. Originally its rolls 
were only open to enlisted men, but changes 
were made in the By-laws allowing offi- 
cers membership and Major General But- 
ler was first to join under the new arrange- 
ment. The general attended the dinner 
last year accompanied by Gen. Grote 
Hutchinson, at one time of the famous 
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‘*Reilly’s’’ Battery (Battery F, 5th Ar- 
tillery). 

John Maguth, Custodian of Archives, 


maintains permanent headquarters for the 
Order at 424 Irving Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


The following ex-Marines attended the 
dinner: John F. Smith, H. L. Buehler, 
John H,. Spoerling, William J. Longuet, 


Frank J. Danwertz, Calvin C. Greenawalt 


To genial Harry Rene Lee, adjutant 
general of the United Confederate Vet- 
erans, we pass our congratulations. The 


general has just watched his eighty-eighth 
birthday slip into the background of pass- 
ing years, leaving him with only a dozen 
more to round out a century. 

Our readers doubtless recall the several 
interesting stories written by the youthful 
octogenarian, especially the pen picture of 
the sea disaster of Apia. General Lee was 
signal quartermaster aboard H.M.S. Cal- 
liope, and he vividly reealls the tragedy. 

General Lee served under two flags, the 
Stars and Bars of the Confederacy and 
the Union Jack of Great Britain. He was 
only sixteen years old when he enlisted un- 
der the banner of the lost cause, only a 


boy, but he shouldered his musket and 
followed the marching footsteps of his 
father and two brothers. His father was 


killed, and his brothers; but the youngster 
earried on, participating in some of the 


SECOND DIVISION 
COMMEMORATIVE MEDAL 


BADQUARTERS, Second Division As- 
make 
ment to those of its Marine members 
the 
Commemorative Medal recently issued, that 


sociation, desires to announce- 


who have not yet obtained new 


orders will be reeeived through the local of 
fice. 


sulting in an unforeseen delay in delivery. 


Applications for it were numerous, re 


Now that the first rush is over, the medal 
ean be delivered upon application within a 
few days of receipt of the order. Name 
and address must be stated plainly, as well 
as the exact name, middle initial and sur- 
name desired to be engraved thereon. 

The medal is copyrighted, and designed 
for former members of the war-time Second 
President Roosevelt recently 
presented them to Generals Bundy, Harbord 


Division only. 


and Lejeune in a formal ceremony at the 
White House, attended by Major-General 
Malone; Colonel Watson, Aide to the Presi- 
dent; and Captain Mattfeldt, Seertary of 
the Association. Wide-spread response and 
voluntary comment from those who have al- 
ready received it agree on the main feature 
of the medal: That it is beautiful and thor- 
oughly representative of the reputation the 
has acquired during the 
war, as well as of the units that were its 


Second Division 
integral part. 
To those who have not yet seen it, a few 
words in description of the medal should be 
welcome. The base is of silver bronze, in 
the form of a shield. The star, shown in 
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and James B. Manion. Thos. Gaskins, an 
old Marine residing in Arcadia, subscribed 
to the dinner but could not attend. Fred- 
erick Palmer, war correspondent with the 
expedition, Floyd and Lowell 
Thomas sent regrets of their inability to 
join up with the bunch but promised to 
try to make it next year. 


Gibbons 


GENERAL LEE PASSES 88TH YEAR 


bloodiest battles in the war between the 
states: Corinth, Perryville, Franklin, and 
Chickamauga. He traded his boyhood for 
the chevrons of a sergeant. 

In 1876 the smouldering fire of adven- 
ture flamed forth and Harry Lee went to 
England where he enlisted in the navy. In 
Egypt, when American and British stood 
shoulder to shoulder, he fought in suppress- 
ing the revolt of Arabi. Although he left 
the fact unmentioned in his story, Harry 
Lee was decorated for bravery in the 
tragedy of Apia. 

Not long after that incident General Lee 
returned to his home in Nashville, Tenn., 
where he followed the printing trade for 
several years. 


Now, with eighty-eight years of memo- 
ries behind him, General Lee, virile and 
far from infirm, pauses to reeall what to 


him was the most interesting adventure of 
the past decade. On December 19 he pre- 
sented to President Roosevelt a memorial 
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from the Confederate war veterans. ‘‘ Af- 
terwards,’’ he said, ‘‘the ladies and the 
Marine Corps gave us a _ reception—and 
God help us.’’ 

At the invitation of Col. C. B. Taylor, 
commanding the Marine Barracks, Wash- 
ington, D. C., General Lee inspected the 
Marine post. The weather was inclement, 
the review was curtailed to a small 
ceremony in the band hall, followed by a 
thorough inspection of the post and the 
schools of the Marine Corps Institute. 


so 


MARINE’S AIREDALE WINS 
HIGH SHOW HONORS 


An airedale terrier owned by a Marine 
eaptured high honors at two New York 
Dog Shows recently. This canine aristocrat 
is the property of Sgt-Maj. Clarence B. 


Proctor, U. S. Marine Corps, Retired, 
Route 2, Reisterstown, Maryland. 
GAMECOCK LORD JEFFRY, better 


known as MAJOR, invaded the upper crust 
of dogdom by winning the second prize in 
the Novice Class on February 13th at the 
world’s greatest bench show, held in Madi- 
son Square Garden, New York City, spon- 
sored by the Westminster Kennel Club. He 
also took a second prize at the Airedale 


Specialty Show in Grand Central Palace, 
New York, on February 10th. This terrier 
was put down in the ring in both these 


shows by Mr. Emmett Warburton, profes- 
sional handler, of Newton Centre, Mass. 
The awards at the Westminister Show were 
made by Mr. William L. Barelay, Chestnut 
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Hill, Philadelphia, Pa., and Dr. Charles R. 
Heard, Allentown, Pa., officiated at the 
Airedale Specialty Show. Two thousand, 
five hundred outstanding thoroughbred 
dogs of all breeds were exhibited at these 
classics, and competition was keen. 

Sergeant Major Proctor’s young terrier 
was a prize winner at last year’s West- 
minster Show. He was bred by Mr. George 
S. West, of Boston, Mass., one of the coun- 
try’s finest breeders of airedales. The dog 
has eight champions in his pedigree and 
is sired by the well known CHAMPION 
WARBRECK ECLIPSE, an _ importation 
from England. 

GAMECOCK LORD JEFFRY is a grand- 
son of the great English dog CHAMPION 
CLEE COURTIER and the American 
CHAMPION BELFORT SUPREME OF 
SHELTEROCK, which is probably the 
most costly airedale ever imported to this 
country from England. 

Many Marines will remember the aire- 
dale, also named MAJOR, which Sergeant 
Major Proctor owned during the later part 
of his active service. 

Just another good Marine gone to the 
dogs! 


ROYAL MARINES OF H. M. S. 
KENT PRESENTED WITH 
PLAQUE 
By E. P. Ercanbrack 


Cementing the bond of friendship that 
has existed since the arrival of the U.S.S. 
Jlouston on the Asiatic Station, the Marine 
Detachment of the Houston presented a 
beautiful plaque, suitably engraved, to the 
Royal Marines of H. M. S. Kent. The 
plaque was designed by Pvt. A. H. Smith, 
of the Houston, and was made possible by 
the unanimous contributions of members of 
the Detachment. Made of sterling silver, 


Sgt. A. J. Eden with plaque he delivered 
to H.M.S. Kent Marines 


superimposed with the gold emblems of the 
Royal and the United States Marines brac- 
ing 2 map of Asia on which was engraved 
appropriate wording, it was a work of art. 

The Kent Marines have always proved 
themselves to be the finest type of sports- 
men, and their relations with the Houston 
Marines were always most cordial. The 
highlight of their manifestations of friend- 
ship toward us was the banquet given by 
them in Shanghai for the JZouston Marines, 
an account of which has appeared in a pre- 
vious issue of THe LEATHERNECK. In sports 
and on liberty ashore, our English friends 
proved themselves to be the best of good 
fellows, and one of our last and fondest 
recollections of our departure from the 
Asiatic Station was the Kent manning the 


Thirty-seven 


rail, cheering, and wishing us bon voyage, 

Unfortunately, due to a delay by the sil- 
versmiths, we were unable to present the 
plaque to the Kent before we left the 
Asiatics. Sergeant A. J. Eden, who was 
transferred to the U. S. S. Augusta upon 
our relief as flagship, made the presentation 
when the Augusta arrived at Hong Kong, 
home port of the Kent. 

After all, perhaps, it was only a small 
token, but this plaque carried with it the 
best wishes and highest esteem for these, 
our English friends. 


EXTRA POSTAGE WAIVED FOR 
MARINES 


The Marines at Port au Prince, Haiti, 
recently subscribed for the Cosmopolitan 
magazine. The circulation department of 
the magazine tacked on an extra charge for 
foreign subscriptions, as is the custom. 
The agent through whom the purchase had 
been made, immediately wrote, pointing 
out the fact that where Marines were sta- 
tioned the flaw waves, and where the flag 
waves there should be no extra postage fee. 
Great Britain with her far-flung outposts 
was cited as an example. 

The question was brought up to Mr. Lee 
Williams of the adjustment department of 
the Cosmopolitan, who answered in this 
manner: 

On the far-flung strands of ‘‘The Empire’’ 

Never sets the heavenly sun. 

So, with the help of the Marines of Quan- 
tico, 

Unele Sam must not be outdone. 

Be they quartered in Chateaux of La Belle 
Franee, 

Or just in shanties in old Shanty-town, 

The postage is waived where the flag is 
waved; 

We must not be outdone by the ‘‘Crown.’? 


CO. H, 2ND BATTALION, 19TH 
RESERVE MARINES 
By A. Fehler 


The first Spring weather after the recent 
storms finds Company H’s thoughts 
swinging vigorously toward this summer’s 
encampment. Word has gone out of the 
annual get-together of the company at Cap- 
tain Mason’s home. Those who have at- 
tended these meetings in previous years 
know the treat that is in store for them, 
and are eagerly awaiting the date o meet 
again all their friends and to swap yarns 
and make plans for the coming year un- 
der the influence of the plentiful supply 
of refreshments supplied by the Captain. 

It looks like a banner year for Company 
H, with a strong possibility of going 
to camp overmanned. The men are all 
out recruiting. Down Neck way, the Great 
Swami, Ciesla, is consulting the stars and 
mixing black magic. In the Bloomfield 
territory ‘‘Coach’’ Cooney is lining up 


several likely-looking recruits for enlist- 


ment. Besides this, we have had the good 
news that a couple of the old-timers like 
Cogavin and Napoliello, who were unable 
to be with us last year, will attend this 
encampment. The men are all ‘‘rarin’ to 
go’’ to demonstrate all they have been 
learning during the winter NCO school 
conducted by Captain Fricke. 


462ND RESERVE COMPANY, 
NAVY YARD, BROOKLYN, 
NEW YORK 


Another of our social events took place on 
Saturday, March 3, 1934, in our quarters in 
the Navy Yard, this time in honor of the 
first year of President Roosevelt’s New 
Deal. It took the form of a basketball game 
between the team from the Barracks in the 
Navy Yard and the team of the Reserve 
Company, followed by a dance which was 
attended by about six hundred persons. Our 


guests were the Regulars from the Marine 
Barracks, headed by Col. G. M. Kincade, and 
detachments from the Receiving Ship, The 
Naval Hospital, Fort Lafayette, the Yard 
Dispensary, the Marine Corps League and 
other civil guests. 

The affair was an outstanding social suc- 
eess and the basketball game one that will 
not soon be forgotten by those fortunate 
enough to witness it. The regulars at the 
invitation of Capt. B. S. Barron have been 
using the court installed in our quarters for 
practice and home games which have been 
well attended by the men of our company. 
At these games we rooted for the regulars 
to win and at our games the regulars rooted 
for us. But Saturday night was one when 
friendships were forgotten. It was the 
‘*big’’ game of the year for both teams and 
each was out to play to win. And what a 
game it was. The regulars started off wih 
a rush but our team soon came within a 
point of tying. Then came the evening up 
basket. From then on it was nip and tuck. 
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Thirty-eight 


Ten-ten, twelve-twelve, fourteen-fourteen, six- 
teen-sixteen, eighteen-eighteen, with the crowd 
delirious with excitement and the speed of 
the game increasing. And then came the 
break, the regulars caging one from beyond 
the middle of the floor and making it twen- 
ty-eighteen in their favor. Two more bril- 
liant shots from nearly impossible angles 
followed and then the game ended with the 
score twenty-four to eighteen with the regu- 
lars on top. 

We want to congratulate the winners on 
their well-earned and splendid victory. That 
game is over and we’re now back to cheering 
them in their games and we hope they’ll be 
our rooters when we play. It certainly was 
a honey of a game. 

The dance broke up at 2 in the morning 
with all present ‘‘telling the world’’ that 
they had an awfully good time. 

Bill Willis, who was ‘‘the enemy’’ in our 
Long Island battle last September, is now 
wearing sergeant’s stripes, and George 
Azud and Anthony Bono are proudly sport- 
ing corporal’s chevrons, all honorably won 
in the recent examinations for promotion. 

The drill is coming along in great shape. 
We may soon have a platoon at Columbia 
University if Washington approves the idea. 
The attendance is all that can be desired 
and the morale equal to that of any regular 
unit. We’re coming along and we should 
soon be heard from with some new and 
startling stunt which our officers are doping 


up. 


THE LUCKY BAG 


(Being the chronicles of the 2nd Bat- 
talion, 19th Reserve Marines, detached, the 
only active reserve’ unit in the State of 
New Jersey.) 

This outfit has now been detached and is 
operating as an independent unit. Things 
are getting along famously, thank you, and 
the personnel, esprit de corps, and plans 
for the future are greatly improved. Ne- 
gotiations have been begun with the Ad 
jutant General, State of New Jersey, for 
the use of the 113th Infantry Armory at 
Newark and the 114th Infantry Armory at 
Elizabeth, and the unofficial responses to 
date have been very satisfactory. There 
are definite prospects of permanent loca- 
tions of the units of this battalion for the 
first time since its organization. Company 
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‘*F’? has moved to the USS. Newton at 
Jersey City and has established a most 
cordial entente with the Naval Reserve 
units aboard the ship. Battalion Headquar- 
ters will move into the New Federal Build- 
ing when it is completed, probably in the 
late spring or early summer. 

The officers of this outfit are the follow- 
ing: 

Major Melvin L. Krulewitch, Command- 
ing; Ist Lt. Thomas P. Barton, Adjutant; 
Ist Lt. Chudleigh R. Long, Battalion Quar- 
termaster; Capt. Otto Lessing, C. O. Com- 
pany ‘‘G’’ and 2nd in Command; Capt. 
Charles B. Mason, C. O. Company ‘‘H’’; 
Ist Lt. Robert F. Davidson, C. O. Company 
‘¢P??: 2nd Lt. Charles E. Baltz, C. O. 
Company ‘‘E’’; Ist Lt. C. B. Grace, at- 
tachment pending. 


PERSONALITIES 


Sergeant Major Chester Mattia is the 
busiest man in the battalion. In addition 
to carrying on two businesses he finds time 
to spend at least three nights a week at 
Battalion Headquarters and is always ready 
to lend a hand at the various company 
headquarters. 

Captain Lessing, the able Second in Com- 
mand, is busy contacting with all the vari- 
ous local authorities. To date he has trav- 
eled some 19,000 miles in the State of New 
Jersey on official business. 

Lieutenant Barton, the new Adjutant, 
served in the 7th Regiment, 1917-1919, and 
has been in the Reserve since 1926, 

First Sergeant Aloia of ‘‘G’’ Company 
runs his outfit with the precision of a 
martinet. He never misses a headquarters 
night. 

Captain Mason reports more applications 
by reeruits than ever before. It looks like 
a full battalion at camp if the appropria- 
tions are sufficient. 

Lieutenant Davidson has become salty 
and ship-shape since going aboard the USS. 
Newton. The men are learning a new lin- 
go from the gobs. The real need of this 
company is blues, to compete with the New 
York companies which still have issue 
blues. 

Lieutenant Baltz wires from Linden that 
all is well. He is hoping to come to Eliza- 
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beth if plans materialize. If this happens, 
Company ‘‘E’’ will have a permanent 
headquarters of an official nature rather 
than the present location paid for by the 
lieutenant. 

Major Krulewitch is building up a fine 
battalion, schooled in tactics and battalion 
practice, at great sacrifice both in time 
and money, but never complains. Although 
a resident of New York, he accepted the 
burden of soldiering in New Jersey, and 
Lieutenant Long, his former Adjutant, who 
lives even further away—in Long Island, 
—came over to Jersey with him. They both 
‘*fly down to Rio’? (Newark) on Tuesdays 
and at other oceasions during the week 
when necessity dictates. Major Krule- 
witch’s secretary at his New York office 
knows as much about Marine Corps routine 
as a regular ‘‘Gyrene.’’ 

Captain Augustus H. Fricke, the regular 
Marine officer attached as instructor con- 
ducts officers’ and non-coms’ school every 
Tuesday evening at Headquarters at New- 
ark. His good nature never fails him and 
he puts over his subject with a smile. He 
ean bring the men out even on the zero 
and sub-zero nights we have been having. 

The 2nd Battalion extends to all ex-Ma- 
rines and future-Marines within hailing dis- 
tance an invitation to come around to 
Headquarters and get acquainted. Once a 
Marine, always a Marine; and, if not a 
Marine yet, why not come in and see about 
being one right now? Sea Girt Camp is 
only a few weeks away (June 10th) and 
now is the time to join up and make New 
Jersey proud of its Battalion. 


COMPANY B, 19TH RESERVE 
MARINES 


By Snoop 


News of this company has not been ap- 
pearing in THe LeATHERNECK regularly, so 
I thought that it might be a good thing 
for me to try my hand at it. 

Some might want to know where this 
outfit is stationed. Well, it’s about a 
stone’s throw from the Sands Street Gate 
in Brooklyn. Company B is now under the 
able command of Captain John J. Dolan, 
who relieved Lieutenant Frederick W. 
Lindlaw in January. Lieutenant Lindlaw 
has assumed the duties of company officer. 
Captain Dolan is an excellent commanding 
officer and a fine sportsman, as_ every 
member of this company will certify. He 
is no stranger to us because of his connec- 
tion with our battalion during the tours 
of camp duty. He says that we are going 
into high speed from now on, and when 
he says speed, he means SPEED! 

The Marine Corps spirit certainly ex- 
ists in this company. Our weekly atten- 
dance on Monday nights is excellent. The 
men are soldiering in true Marine Corps 
style, and at the coming encampment we 
expect to take the highest honors. 

Our able and well-liked First Sergeant, 
Frank Cotrufo, is always on the job with 
his growl, and we like it. The top is an 
ex-regular who knows his stuff—and how! 
He tells us how it was done ‘‘when I was 
down in Haiti,’’ and most of the boys are 
trying to figure out how there could be 
a Marine Corps without him. 

Corporal Esposito is now the beaming 
father of a bouncing baby girl—in spite 
of the fact that he has been boasting for 
the last few months that it would be a 
boy. Esposito says that all disappoint- 
ments are compensated for to some extent, 
however. Never will he be faced with the 

(Continued on page 
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FOURTH MARINES’ RUGBY 


UGBY football is still the daddy of 
fa) sports in Shanghai. Despite the fact 
so that his young offspring, American 

football, is by far the most impor- 
tant fall sport in the States, the father of 
them all is going strong in Shanghai. 
Leagues and Interport teams keep the sea- 
son going full blast from December until 
March of each year. 

The most important league in this city is 
the unt Cup League which carries with 
it of City-Champions. The Fourth 
Mari have he is—signal honor for 
thé past four years and seem wel-er-their 
way towirds marking it five in-a row. The 
Skhanghai.Rugby~Club, the Worcestershire 
Regiment, the Association Sportive Fran- 
eaise, the Public School Old Boys, the 
Shanghai Seottish, and two entries from 
the Fourth Marines compose the members 
of the league. 


ine ‘‘Whites’’ are tied for first place 
with one win and one tie each. The luck 
of the draw foreed these teams to meet 
in their second game and it ended a score- 
less tie. In the ‘‘Blues’’ other game they 
defeated the strong Shanghai Scottish 
while the ‘‘Whites’’ took the measure of 
the Worcesters. 

In addition to these league games, the 
Fourth Marines have three teams, an ‘‘A,’’ 


To date the Marine ‘‘Blues’’ and the“ 


**B,’’ and **C’’ unit. All of these teams 
have continued the brilliant work of their 
predecessors in previous years. The ‘‘A’’ 
team has met the Interport team, which 
corresponds to an All-American football 
eam in that it is composed entirely of the 
est players in the vicinity, three times and 
e series is even. The first game was a 
0 draw, the Marines took the second by 
to 0; and Shanghai won the third by 

to 3. 
he ‘‘B’’ team has gone undefeated so 
fag having met the Shanghai Club Seconds 

The first game was won by 17 to 0 
the second by 14 to 0. The Marine 
’?? team is following the example set by 
**B’’? squad and has beaten the Club 
irds twice, the first time by 9 to 0 and 
he second by 3 to 0. 

As may be gleaned from the above rec- 
ords, the squad of ruggers is exceptionally 
large. Sixty men form the Fourth Marines’ 
rugby team. This year’s Regimental team 
is as strong as any other unit to represent 
the Fourth. Every man of the first fifteen 
is an experienced player and has done ex- 
cellently. Lewandowski at hooker is a real 
old timer in rugger years, having played 
with Marine teams for four years. Morgan 
and Dixon, front rankers, are old hands at 
the game, both having been with the fa- 
mous ‘*‘Thundering Herd’’ of 1929. Ford 


and Painter are the only two youngsters on 
the team but each was a member of last 
year’s team. For men playing their second 
season, their work has been good. Urbaniak 
at lock is playing his first year of big team 
ball but has been playing for the past 
three years. The two breakaways, Tubiec 
and Ekberg are flashing a wonderful game 
and keeping the team in the fight at all 
times. 

The backfield is composed entirely of 
veterans with ‘‘Red’’ Lee, captain of the 
team, at serum half; Rasmussen at stand- 
off half; Ellis, inside three; Burk, outside 
three; Lawless and Allard, wings; and 
Misitis, fullback. Of this imposing array, 
Lee and Misitis have no superior in the 
city at their positions while Allard and 
Rasmussen are on a par with any other 
player in their position. Cogsdell has been 
on the shelf since the first game due to 
injuries, but his short appearance con- 
vineed the fans that there is still a lot of 
rugby in him yet. It will be remembered 
that Cogsdell was the team captain and 
most brilliant Marine star for 1929 and 
1930. 

The second team is composed of the first 
line substitutes for the regulars and line 
up with Zawadski hooking; Swinehart and 
Hruby, front rank; Bateman and Marvin, 
second rankers; Kelley, lock; Kasprack 
and Derwae, breakaways; Booth, scrum 
half; Laughridge, stand-off; Oakie, inside; 
Giargiari, outside; Townsley and Bartholo- 
mew, wings; and Vandeavender, fullback. 
The remarkable facet about their splendid 


FOURTH MARINES RUGBY SQUAD, 1933-34 
Left to right, rear row: DeJong, Derwae, Hurby, Mullenax, Painter, Ford, Swank, Cook, Rekuc, Zawadski, Ekberg, Swinehart. 


Third 


row: Capt. E. W. Skinner (coach), Rossman, Hall, Gilbert, Kelley, Booth, Ellis, Tubic, Burk, Dixon, Laughridge, Gajarian, Bateman, 


Zajac, Galley, Downing (PhM3cl). 
vin, Zatkoff, Tabor. 


mew, Garrison. 


Second row: Rasmussen, Urbaniak, Allard, Lawless, Lee, Lewandowski, Cogsdell, Leonard, Mar- 
Front row: Lindquist, Giargiari, Smith, Vandeavender, Morgan, Sherman, Hoskinson, Brooks, Misitis, Bartholo- 
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showing is that all of the men with the 
exception of Bateman, Marvin, Booth, and 
Townsley, are playing their first year of 
big time rugby and are beginning to cause 
the veterans to worry about their positions. 
Oakie, a boy who never saw a rugby game 
until six months ago, is the find of the 
season as his broken field running brings 
back memories of Cogsdell and Traylor at 
their best. Vandeavender at fullback is 
playing a great defensive game but still 
has much to learn about kicking for touch. 

The third team serves as the training 
school for Marine players. Many of the 
outstanding men on the first two teams 
learned about the game while playing with 
the ‘*C’’ team, Brooks, Rekue, Aleum- 
brack, Rossman, Zatkoff, Smith, Galley, 
Kretlow, Cook, Hall, Lindquist, and Garri- 
son are making a fine start at the game 
and already Lindquist, Brooks, and Zatkoff 
have starred in the Spunt Cup series with 
the experienced players. 

This entire squad is divided into two 
teams of equal strength for the city league. 
The ‘‘Blues’’ lineup with Lewandowski, 
Dixon, Morgan, Ford, Painter, Urbaniak, 
Tubic, and Ekberg in the pack and Booth, 
Laughridge, Oakie, Burk, Lawless, Allard, 
and Misitis in the backfield. The ‘‘ Whites’’ 
are composed of Zawadski, Brooks, Swine- 
hart, Marvin, Bateman, Kelley, Kasprack, 
Derwae in the serum and Lee, Rasmussen, 
Ellis, Giargiari, Townsley, Lindquist, and 
Vandeavender in the backfield. At another 
writing we hope to be able to give you 
another account of the team records as 
often on the winning side as the above and 
unless something drastic happens we know 
we will. 


BOWLING AND BASKETBALL 
AT PORTSMOUTH, NEW 
HAMPSHIRE 


Winter sports at this post are in full 
swing, with bowling and basketball most 
popular. In bowling (candle pins) some 
twenty-five or thirty men are taking part. 
A weekly match is rolled by five four-man 
teams, with three cartons of cigarettes as 
a prize to the winning team. Believe me, 
the competition is fierce. Trumpeter Ross 
is the organizer of the matches and he 
has a job on his hands. Teams are re- 
vamped for each match according to sea- 
son’s averages, in order to make the 
matches as even as possible. High scorers 
are Trumpeter Ross, Cpl. Niek Citrini, Pri- 
vates First Class Albert, Betko; Privates 
Hoppe, Furr and Seaman. Matches have 
been rolled with two outside teams, in all 
of which the Marine Barracks team won 
handily. We believe our scores will com- 
pare favorably with those of any service 
team, and are perfectly willing to roll 
mail matches with any outfit that cares 
to take us up. Seores of our matches 
follow: 

Total Total 
Pinfall Pinfall 
Marines... 1312 vs. N. Yd. Draftsmen 1305 
Marines 1372 vs. N. Yd. Draftsmen 1314 
Marines 1357 vs. Navy Yd. Band. 1234 

Above matches five man teams rolling 
three strings. 

Marines 1094 vs. Navy Yd. Band. 1010 

Above match four man team rolling 
three strings. 

Basketball got away to a late start at 
the barracks, beeause of Christmas holi 
days and lack of funds. However, with a 
fine display of spirit, Cpl. ‘‘Dinty’’ Moor, 
Trumpeter Long, Private First Class Jira- 
sek, Privates Hayden, Gravely, Hoppe, Ab- 
bott, and a few others got together and 
started working out immediately after 
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New Year’s. The first games were lost to 
two fast local teams. The Young Demo- 
erats and Battery ‘‘D,’’ N. H. N. G. 
The third game, played against one of the 
fastest teams in the state, was also lost. 
The losing streak continued through three 
more games, but all the time the team 
was improving and finally started clicking. 
The team has won five and lost six, a 
very ereditable showing for a sixty man 
post where the guard duty is day on and 
day off. 

Outstanding players are Hayden, Long 
and Jirasek. Abbott is coming right along. 
Murchison and Hoppe, both new to the 
game are showing signs of developing into 
number one basketeers. Gravely and Ro- 
ginski are also helping out. MeNamara, 
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unable to do much in the playing line be- 
cause of bum dogs, is giving the team the 
benefit of his experience. His coaching is 
largely responsible for the recent good 
showing of the team. 

The season’s record to date is as follows: 


Marine Barracks Opponents 
Young Democrats 23 
21] gattery 27 
Neweastle Independents.. 33 
15 Portsmouth K. of C. 22 
27 Battery ‘*D’’ 33 
11 Portsmouth K. of C. 16 
21 Neweastle Independents. 12 
5 Young Democrats 14 
3 St. Joseph Boy’s Club... 19 
16 St. Joseph Boy’s Club... 13 
35 Polish Young Men’s Club 27 


PHILLY QUINTET CLOSES SEASON 


BY BILL SPARKS 


Winding up their last scheduled game 
with a eyelonic gesture, the Marine Corps 
Reeeiving Station basketball team  out- 
swished the Pennsylvania Railroad Y five, 
by a seore of 51 to 20. Playing in his 
usual form, the Marine’s elongated center, 


McMichael, the Philly star, who scored 
774 of his team’s 1,983 points. 


Sidney MeMichael, tallied 29 
bring his season total to 774. 

Missing my earlier prognostication, which 
in ease you weren’t interested, was a 
promise of 2,000 points for the season, the 
local Leathernecks garnered 1,983 tallies 
for 34 games, which leaves me shy 17 
points, if my computation is correct. Tak- 
ing a further fling in the realm of ecaleula- 
tion, my slide rule shows they had a 
‘*mean’’ and that goes double, average of 
58 points per setto. 

For 23 straight games the local five 
blotted out all their opponents, but the 
24th proved to be a stumbling block, in the 


points to 


form of the Pennsylvania Railroad team, 
which handed the Marines a 9-point defeat. 
The final score was P. R. R., 42, Marines 
33. Staging a come-back, the sea soldiers 
downed their next three adversaries, 66 to 
24, 77 to 13, and 105 to 19. 

One of the finest athletic elubs in this 
part of the country handed the Leather- 
necks their worst defeat of the season. 
when the Penn A. C. topped the local bas- 
keteers by 16 points, with a final aggrega- 
tion of 47 to 31. But this defeat proved 
to be the spotlight of success for Me- 
Michael, who out-scored the leading lights 
on the Penn A, C, five, and so impressed 
the officials of the club, that he was of- 
ered a playing membership with the elub. 
Barney Berlinger, the International deca- 
thalon champion, jumped the pivot posi- 
tion against MeMichael, but the lanky 
Leatherneck netted 17 points to 10 for the 
former University of Pennsylvania lumi- 
nary. 

According to all reports reaching this 
desk, MeMichael is doing great work on 
the basketball team, where he is dividing 
his time at center and forward. He has 
also reported for the swimming team and 
the crew. 

In a telephone conversation with your 
correspondent, Mr. Charles Taggart, of the 
Oommittee on Basketball, at Penn A. C., 
said in part: ‘*MeMichael is one of the 
fastest men I have ever seen on a_ basket- 
ball floor and while our type of play is a 
bit different to your style, he has adapted 
himself quickly to this change. He has 
been responsible for our last three wins. 
You ean tell your readers we think he is a 
fine, modest, young gentleman. And we are 
proud to have him with us.’’ Mr. Taggart 
also told the writer that in his last two 
games he (MeMichael) has held his men 
scoreless and in an over-time period he 
rang-up the winning goal. Good luck, Mike. 

To get back to the team, we’ll have to 
chalk up another game in the loss column 
and while it is the writer’s intention to be 
fair in chronicling these events, it is hard 
to accept this loss. In the early part of 
the season, the Marines played the varsity 
club of the Stanfield A. C., and handed 
them a 49 to 30 defeat, on the Navy Yard 
court. A few days later they accepted a 
return game to be played in the city. The 
Marines lost to Stanfield 26 to 34. But 
some of the more LIBERAL supporters of 
the elub apologized for the way they were 
treated. This is not intended to be an 
alibi, but it should give some idea of the 
type of game played. 

After bowing to Stanfield, the Leather- 
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necks swamped their remaining four op- 
ponents, and lost a hard-fought tiff to the 
Big Brothers Association, 27 to 37. 

In reviewing the play of the six men who 
participated in the 34 games played this 
season, there is little doubt but what they 
had the makings of a really fine team. To 
win 30 games out of 34, even against 
mediocre opponents a team must play heads 
up ball. To this writer it is evident that 
MeMichael, Rowan and Keefe were the 
outstanding players on the term. And I 
hesitate to add that Budzick, Taylor and 
Fiori, are all excellent court men, but they 
lacked just a few fine points, which were 
evident when they tangled with a_ slightly 
better aggregation. It may have been prac- 
tice or more playing experience, that they 
needed. In defeat, the first three men men- 
tioned, carried the brunt of the offense, ac- 
eording to the records, while the strength 
of their opponents over-balanced the rest 
of the team. 

MeMichael with an aggregate score of 
774 points leads all the seorers in this dis- 
trict and Rowan is in second place with 
599 points, Budzick seored 207, and Taylor 
124 points. Keefe and Fiori, the guards, 
tallied 145 and 130 respectively. 


The complete schedule for the season 
follows: 
MARINES OPPONENTS 
45 Naval Hospital 33 
30 Annapolis (USS.) 17 
52 Naval Hospital . 37 
60 Pierce A.C. . 16 
49 Manoa A.C. 12 
7 Phila Jewels 42 
83 Kaymor A.A. 34 
60 Mack A.C. 15 
74 W’tminister. 16 
67 Eastman Co. 13 
38 Dougherty C.C. ~ 
39 R. K. O. 26 
51 Marquess 22 
80 Monarchs 16 
49 Stanfield V. . 80 
75 Myson A.C, 15 
47 Clover A.C. a 
47 Erie A.C. . 35 
50 Vare Ree. C. 31 
76 St. Gabriels C. . & 
43 Beacon A.C. ; 37 
50 Aireraft Fae. 24 
85 Blue Dragons 35 
33 Penn R.R. 2 
66 Kirlin A.C. 24 
77 Bonwit Teller 13 
105 Norwood Col’gn . 19 
31 Penn A.C. 
26 Stanfield V. . 34 
§2 Clover A.C, 24 
90 Mayfair A.C. 10 
55 Media A.C, 29 
27 Big Brothers C. . 37 
51 Pean BR. 20 
1,983 850 


HOOPSCOOTED! 
By Lakin 


Imploring, pleading, shouting and ea- 
joling our team in the Amateur Athletic 
Union Tournament at Roosevelt High Gym 
in Washington, some twenty-five rooters 
gained a moral victory; but our warriors 
succumbed to the Congress Heights bas- 
keteers, 36 to 27. Our snowbird shot ar- 
tist, Deckard, was eliminated through four 
personals. Konopa, who is not now a mem- 
ber of the ICTI (I can’t take it) club, 
and who came back to help us out in the 
tournament, Thompson, Gibson, MeClellan 
and Kroneberg, as well as Brewer and 
Harris, did noble work, but our opponents’ 
height was a bit too much to overcome. 


WASHINGTON, D. C. (M. C. I.) PROFESSORS 
Rear row, left to right: Martin, Ritter, Captain Fleming (coach and manager), Krone- 


berg, Hemingway, McClellan. 


Front row: Brewer, Harris, Deckard, Thompson (Capt.), 


Gibson, Konopa, Ross. 


Captain Fleming, our PQM, has done 
very well with the material he had and the 
season record speaks well for the persever- 
ance of the squad as a whole. There is 
only one more game on the schedule and 
then our thoughts will be on our forth- 
coming baseball team which we hope will 
have as good a record as made by our 


basketball team. 
The season’s records sinee the last 
LEATHERNECK: 
MARINES OPPONENTS 
28 Fort Washington . &8 
27 Bureau of Standards 13 
23 Fort Washington 
37 Tremont A. C. é . 28 
22 Bolling Field . 40 
15 Quantico, 10th Regiment 47 
44 Army Band a 
34 Army Band . 24 
29 Mereury A. C. 33 
50 Naval Reserves . 81 
44 Y. M. C. A. 29 
38 Costas (Baltimore) 
30 Sigma Alpha Kappa . 2 
61 Macabee (Georgetown U.).... 16 


27 Congress Heights (AAU) 36 
QUANTICO CAGEMEN 

The end of the second round of the 
intra-post basketball league found the 
Aviation ‘‘A’’ team still leading, with the 
First Battalion of the Seventh Marines 
handing the league leaders their only set- 
back of the season. The Tenth Marines 
and the First Battalion of the Seventh 
were in a tie for second place, with Avia- 
tion ‘*B’’, Post Service Battalion, and 
Marine Corps Schools trailing far to the 
rear in the order named. 

Led by Moody and Aldridge, the First 
Battalion team swarmed over the aviators 
last week, and the outcome of the contest 
was never in doubt. The First Battalion 
led at half time by a seore of 23 to 12, 
and the game ended with the final score 
40 to 32 in favor of the First. Aviation 
was weakened considerably by the absence 
from the playing floor of their star cen- 
ter, Arndt. Giles played his usual bril- 
lian game, and was the highlight of his 
team in defeat. 


Previous to this game, Aviation ‘‘A’’, 


brilliant ball handling of 
Arndt, managed to squeeze out a_hard- 
fought 24 to 22 vietory over the Tenth, 
Carrington, Tenth Marines’ forward, gave 
one of the most scintillating performances 
of the season, and was easily the most out- 
standing player on the floor. 

Although they lost to Aviation ‘‘A’’, 
who in ttrn lost to the First Battalion, the 
Tenth Marines came back strong, and for 
the second time this season clearly dem- 
onstrated their superiority over the First. 
The artillerymen led at the half by 26 to 
13, and the game ended with them still 
leading 40 to 33. No other team in the 
league has been able to match the scoring 
power of the Tenth’s forwards, Carrington 
and Barnett. These two, in ten games, 
scored a total of 266 points, an average of 
26.6 points per game. However, this ree- 
ord was made possible through the excel- 
lent assistance of Kissane, a dashing little 
player, whose work on the floor stamped 
him as one of the outstanding guards of 
the league. 

The line-ups and summaries of the see- 
ond-half games are as follows: 


relying on the 


IST BN., 7TH (40) AVIATION “A” (32) 
FG, FG. Ti. FG. FG, Tl 

Moody, Walton, f..... 4 1 
Aldridge, Powell, f..... 2 0 4 
Muth, e¢.- Giles, ¢..... .6 2 14 
Trees COR, 2 2 
Bailey, Lansing, g... 1 0 2 
Deason, Staley, g@..... 0 1 1 
Reeves, Campbell, g. 0 0 0 
Totals...... 19 Totals...... 13 6 32 


10TH MARINES (40) IST BN., 


4 
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FG, FG. Ti. FG, FG, Tl. 
Carrington,f. 6 1 13 Aldridge, f... 3 0 6 
Barnett, f... 6 38 15 Moody, f..... 4 1 9 
Rust, ¢....... 1 2 Umbenh'd f, 2 0 4 
O 1 Muth, c.......5 2 123 
Kissane, g... 4 1 9 Deason, g..... 0 1 1 

—— — Trees, g.... 0 0 

Totals...... 17 6 40 Reeves, 1 1 
Bailey, 0 0 

Totals...... 14 5 33 

AVIATION “A” (24) 10TH MARINES (22) 

FG. FG. FG. FG, Tl. 
Powell, f....... 1 0 Carrington,f. 6 2 14 
Walton, f..... 0 0 0 Barnett, f... 1 0O 2 
Arndt, ¢....... 2 13 MBE, 0 0 
20 4 Kissane, g.....8 0 6 

Totals........ 11 2 24 Totals...... 1 2 22 
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BROWN FIELD BASKETEERS QUANTI 


CO CHAMPS 


Coached by Lt. Frank G. Dailey, one time star football, track and basketball man at 
Nebraska University, the “A” quintet at Brown Field won 14 games and lost the last 


one played for the championship of the Quantico Basketball League. 


The tossers from 


left to right are: Lieutenant Dailey, W. T. Cox, guard; W. R. Giles, guard; Bill Staley, 
guard; E. C. Walton, forward; Elbert Arndt, center and captain of the team. 


BASKETBALL AT SAN DIEGO 
By D. M. Beeson 


With the members of the 1933 unde- 
feated team scattered to the four winds, no 
possibility was entertained that the 1934 
San Diego team could earry on for the 
seventh successive year as llth Naval Dis 
trict Champions. ‘ 

Added to the severe blow of breaking up 
such a team, much keener competition has 
been the rule, due to the fact that several 
cruisers from the East Coast are based at 
San Diego for the first time. 

Immediately after the President’s Cup 
game, ‘‘Cheesie’’ Neil was paid off and 
left for St. Louis. Bakalarzek and Woods, 
last year’s star forwards, had been trans- 
ferred to Pearl Harbor. ‘‘Spick’’ Harris 
was serving aboard the U.S.S. Arkansas. 
So with only Beeson and Reinhart from 
last year’s squad to build on, the opening 
game was approached with considerable 
trepidation. 

Line-up: 


Marines (36) U.S.S. Metvitte (20) 


Shapley (6) F. Wolf 
Beeson F. (4) Frick 
Reinhart (11) Cc. (11) Bean 
Ferrell (5) }. (1) Weins 
Reynolds (9) G. (4) Cole 


Substitutes—Marines: Billingsley (5); 
Whitton, Kerr. 

Two practice games with Lt. Tom Ham 
ilton’s Navy Officers resulted in victories. 


The Army is represented for the first 
time by the Rockwell Field team, which is 
featured by their six feet, six inch center, 


Maki. 


Marines (56) (31) 
Lamb (4) F. (12) Johnson 
Beeson (3) F. (6) Thompson 
Reinhart (7) ©. (5) Maki 
Reynolds (18) G. Stalder 


Ferrell (21) G. (4) Davenport 

Substites—Marines: Billingsley, Tschirgi, 
Whitton, Kerr (2), New. Rockwell Field: 
MacDonald, Hutton, Holmes. 

The Doughboy defense failed to watch 
Ferrell closely, who slipped in to the foul 
line repeatedly to seore 21 points. Rey- 
nolds also drove in fast and often to score 
18 points. 


MARINES (39) (19) 
Beeson (9) F, (2) Armand 
Lamb (5) F. (10) Griffin 
Reinhart (12) C. (1) Adkins 
Reynolds (5) G. (3) Kennedy 
Ferrell (3) = (3) Ross 

Substitutes—Marines: Billingsley (3), 
Kerr (2). 

The Marine defense adequately stopped 
the pill-rollers short-passing game. Rein- 
hart led the scoring with six field goals. 


MARINES (39) (18) U.S.S. Doppin 


Beeson (5) F. (3) Sharp 
Lamb (4) F. (2) Sehwartz 
Reinhart (11) c. (5) King 
Reynolds (11) G. (2) Lytle 
Ferrell (4) G. (6) Tyler 


Substitutes—Marines: Billingsley (4). 

By pulling their entire defense back to 
the foul cirele, the Dobbin made a _ short- 
pass game impossible in scoring territory. 
The low, overhanging baleony makes cor- 
ner shots difficult, so it fell to Reynolds to 
sink enough long shots to loosen their 
defense. The Indiana boy was equal to 
the oecasion and shared scoring honors 
with Reinhart with 11 points. 


MARINES (48) (24) San Diego A. C. 


Beeson (14) F, (6) Brebner 
Lamb (13) F. (4) Schimmel 
Reinhart (6) C. (14) Fletcher 
Reynolds (6) G. De Weese 
Ferrell (7) G. Gore 


Substitutes—Marines: Kerr (2), Whit- 
ton. 

The Marines tangled with the team re- 
puted to be the strongest in San Diego, 
the S. D. A. C., on their home court. From 
the opening tip-off the Leathernecks passed 
neecurately and were hot in shooting, doub- 
ling the seore on their club rivals. Beeson 
and Lamb shared scoring honors with Flet- 
cher, Club center, with 14 points. 


Marines (39) (38) U.S.S. Trenton 
Beeson (3) F. (3) Bartosh 
Lamb (4) F. (14) MeIntosh 
Reinhart (4) C. (18) Colyer 
Reynolds (13) G.. (3) Knapp 
Ferrell (10) = % Kohlhas 


Substitutes—Marines: Kerr (5). Tren- 
ton: Conyers, Byrne. 


The Marines almost caught a Tartar in 
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the Trenton game. From a 32-25 score 
with five minutes to play, the sailors drew 
even and with the game almost over sank 
a long shot. With but 15 seconds to go, 
Reynolds slipped one through to tie the 
seore at 36-all as the game ended. During 
the over-time period, both teams played 
wildly and roughly with each team scoring 
a field goal. Reynolds made a free throw 
good to put the Marines in front, 38-39. 
Bartosh, Trenton forward and captain, was 
awarded a free throw as time sounded. 

Perfect silence held as Bartosh stepped 
to the foul line. Up went the ball, striking 
the back of the hoop, lying uncertainly on 
the edge for a moment and then rolling 
off to the left, ending a _ breath-taking 
game. 

To Reynolds goes the major honor in 
pulling out this tough one. Colyer, giant 
opposing center, played a magnificent game 
and was, with MeIntosh, nearly enough to 
down the Leathernecks. There is no ques- 
tion that the Trenton played over their 
heads, or in other words, were hot, while 
the Base team just couldn’t make their 
numerous shots stay in. 


MARINES (72) (29) MARINE AVIATION 


Beeson (7) 
Lamb (15) .... (2) Prather 
Reinhart (15) _ ee (8) Franklin 
Reynolds (23) — (13) Schildberg 
Ferrell (8) _ Bricing 

Manning 


Whitton, Price, New. 

Although no effort was made to pour it 
on our brothers from North Island, Lady 
Luck seemed to smile on the Base ecagers’ 
efforts as the ball rolled through the hoop 
in rapid suecession. To show that there 
was no antagonistic feeling, Schildberg, 
star aviator guard, was allowed to play the 
full game although he contracted four per- 
sonal fouls in the first ten minutes. Stay 
right in there and chuck, aviators, we’re 
for you. 


For several weeks fans had been antici- 
pating the clash between the Whitney five, 
with seven straight victories, and the Ma- 
rine Base team with six straight victories. 
The game was played at 6:30 P. M., 
Tuesday evening, January 30. By game 
time only standing room was available, 
and very little of that. 

The Sailors scored first on a free throw 
only to have Reynolds zip one through the 
net from mid-ecourt. The Whitney scored 
from the field and again Reynolds seored 
from center. From this point the Leather- 
necks went berserk and ran the score to 
18-3 when Whitney took time-out. The 
gym was very hot and was hazy with to- 
bacco smoke. For the remainder of the 
first half the sailors outplayed the Base 
team, the seore at intermission standing 
23-13, Marines leading. 

It was apparent that both teams were 
feeling the effect of the break-neek pace 
and over-heated gym as the second half 
got underway. The Marine passing attack 
was the best of the year, and every player 
was accurate in shooting. At the three- 
quarter mark it was obvious that the game 
was ‘‘in the bag’’ for the Marines, and 
they crossed the finish line winners to the 
tune of 47-23. 

Although play was hard and fast through- 
out, the game was one of the cleanest of 
the year. The seore does not accurately 
show the strength of the Whitney five, who 
certainly are to be congratulated on their 
fine spirit and sportsman-like play. 

The team was very appreciative of the 
big rooting section and almost 100 per cent 
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turnout of officers. The moral support 
surely helped a lot. 
MARINES (47) 

Beeson (10................. | 


(23) U.S.S. Wuirney 
(10) Bailey 


| (4) Berry 
Reinhart (8) ............. ee (5) Kneavel 
Reynolds (13)............G.................(4) Knight 


Ferrell (4)................ Wallace 
Substitutes—Whitney: Stinson, Wilder. 


LEAGUE STANDINGS (Feb. 1) 


TEAM Won Lost Per. 
Marines y 7 0 1.000 
Whitney 8 1 .889 
Altair 7 2 778 
Trenton 7 2 778 
Melville 8 3 727 
Memphis 4 .667 
Rockwell Field 6 4 .600 
Naval Hospital 4 6 400 
Dobbin =a 4 7 364 
Raleigh 3 5 375 
Naval Training Sta, 3 7 300 
VF-1 Squadron 1 6 .143 
Marine Aviation 1 9 .100 
Schenck 0 7 .000 


HINGHAM SHORTS ON SPORTS 


The Hingham Marine basketball team 
has been showing the way for all the other 
service teams at the Charlestown Army and 
Navy ‘*Y’’ Loop League games with ten 
wins and no defeats. Standing to inelude 
Mareh 5: 


TEAM Won Lost Per. 
Hingham 10 0 1.000 
Fort Banks 8 4 .667 
Mojave 7 4 636 
Boston NYd. Marines 4 7 .364 
Army Base 2 9 182 
Cayuga ] 8 11 


To inelude all games the Hingham Ma- 
rines have won 25 and lost 5 during the 


season. All games played and the seores 
are as follows: 

USMC OproNENT Score 
35 Wollaston Congo 23 
33 Braintree Cubs 20 
48 Army Base 26 
37 Fort Banks 22 
40 Porter Cong. Broeton 45 
37 Waltham, B.A.C. 34 
28 Wollaston, M.F. 43 
31 Braintree Cubs 23 
29 Makari, Quiney $7 
59 Waltham, B.A.C. 45 
32 Boston NYd., Marines 22 
39 Wollaston High School 26 
USS. Mojave 15 
64 Wollaston M.F. 23 
Al Army Base 6 
32 Porter Congo 39 
38 Co. ‘*M’’? 182 BNG 17 
40 Fort Banks 36 
25 Portsmouth Marines 29 
29 Makari, Quiney 25 
45 USS. Cayuga 2 
38 USS. Cayuga 6 
51 First Congo, Brocton 30 
52 USS. Mojave 32 
30 Sherwood A.C. 32 
58 Ist Corps Cadets 38 
49 Portsmouth Marines 27 
40 Dennisen’s 5 
42 Fort Banks 24 

1,241 


The team has been clicking in great 
style and plenty of excitment marks each 
game. Brazke and Lendo have been chalk- 
ing up high scores with Lawson right up 
among the leaders. Wallace has_ been 
playing a nice defensive game, especially 
in the last game against the Fort Banks 
team. Phinney can shoot the ol’ ball from 
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one end of the court to the other with an 


unerring eye. Champagne and _ Gosselin 
have aided materially in keeping up the 
winning scores as substitutes. 

**Stretch’’ Brazke took a day off and 
entered the State Finals at Plymouth, 
Mass., along with the Hingham Town Team 
and walked off with the Championship, be- 
ing awarded a miniature gold basketball. 

We’ll be looking forward to the base- 
ball season in the very near future, pro- 
vided the present supply of snow leaves 
us. May the baseball games prove as inter- 
esting and exciting as the basketball games 
have been. 

HAITI BASKETEERS 
By H. G. Spencer 

Capturing both halves of the season ter- 
minating on 17 February, the basketeers 
of the Second Marines won the cage cham- 
pionship of the First Marine Brigade for 
the second consecutive year. Losing only 
one game in each half and each to a dif- 
ferent team, the green-togged quintet dom- 
inated the play in the league throughout 
with a fast breaking attack and a good 
defense that demoralized opposing teams. 

The championship team was coached by 
2nd Lt. Robert E. Fojt, who receives credit 
for turning out a five that placed team- 
work first and gained results beyond the 
fondest expectations of their supporters. 
With but three players from the 1933 
championship squad, Lieutenant Fojt mold- 
ed a quintet that forgot individual perfor- 
mance and worked for perfect team play 
that paid dividends with a championship. 

Two men of the ’33 team, 2nd Capt. 
Myrl Dykes, guard and forward, and Capt. 
Lester W. Royal, center and forward, were 
injured early in the ’34 season and had 
to be replaced for a majority of the games. 
Maurice Bannister, high seorer for the 
1933 season of the league, returned to the 
line-up from a sick bed after the season 
was well under way to give an exellent 
account of himself. He did much to bol- 
ster the morale and steady the play of a 
five inexperienced service basketball. 
His shooting was outstanding. 

Travis Shaw, hard playing center, even 
though of moderate height, managed to 
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put his team ahead by securing a major- 
ity of the tip-offs from taller and more 
rangy opponents. His aceurate shooting 
near and under the basket, his good defen- 
sive work and all around ability made him 
the cog of the attack. 

To the two guards, new players, Dave 
Dingwall and Carl Wilson, goes the credit 
for holding down the opposing teams’ 
scores, breaking up passes and turning the 
play from defensive to offensive. It is an 
old saying in any sport that you can’t 
seore if you don’t have the ball. It was 
their business to get the ball, and they 
did. Wilson was especially good at snag- 
ging the ball off the backboard and break- 
ing up shots intended for the goal. To 
Dingwall, who proved the best dribbler and 
fastest handler of the ball in the league, 
go the honors for breaking up passes and 
passing attacks before they pierced the 
line of defense on the foul line. His speedy 
dribbling ambidextrous handling of the 
ball, ability to feign passes and to pass 
quickly to another team-mate often pro- 
duced humorous incidents on the court 
when he would leave the one or two men 
guarding him flatfooted and behind him, 

Dewey MeAlister, who replaced _ first 
Royal and then Dykes at forward as the 
two were injured, gave an excellent ac- 
count of himself with his passing and 
feeding of the ball to the right man in a 
position to hit the basket. 

Much of the credit for the good show- 
ing in the early and late season when the 
regulars were ill or injured goes to the 
eubstitutes. Without their able assistance, 
there may have been a close and unde- 
cisive season for the Second Marines. Their 
play was the difference that marked victory 
on many oeeasions. The players who par- 
ticipated when the regulars were out in a 
majority of the games were John Bucko 
and R. J. Rumph at forward, Gordon Mil- 
ler at center, and Mike Rogers and Bob 
Britt at guard. 

Teamwork and a good attack enabled 
the Second Marines to win many of the 
games from the two other topnotch teams 
that were playing their 1933 teams almost 
intact. The only games lost were one to 
Brigade Headquarters Company, the first 
game of the season, and one to Aviation, 


FIRST BRIGADE BASKETBALL CHAMPIONS 


Reading left to right—front row, sitting: Maurice L. Banister, forward, high point man 

1933; Alternate Captain Myrl Dykes, guard; James Kish, forward. Second row, kneeling: 

John Bucko, forward; R. J. Rumph, forward; Robert L. Britt, guard; Travis Shaw, center 

and high point man 1934; Nathan Feldman, guard. Third row, standing: Second Lieu- 

tenant Robert E. Fojt, coach; Dewey McAlister, forward; Mike Rogers, forward; David 

Dingwall, guard; Walter Simpson, center; Carl Wilson, guard; Gordon Miller, center, 
and Sergeant Harvey I. Diamond, manager. 
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in the second half. Both games were de- 
cided by a margin of a few points. 

The 1934 season of the six teams of the 
First Brigade basketball league was more 
evenly contested than the previous season, 
and almost every game was close and ex- 
citing. Brigade played exceptionally well 
in the first half, losing but two games. 
Aviation played hard, fast basketball and 
was third in the first half, but both Bri- 
gade and Aviation slowed down in the 
second half as the Second Marines contin- 
ued their good play and marched on to 
win both halves. Motor Transport pre- 
sented the surprise of the second half, fin- 
ishing in second place after failing to win 
a game in the first half. 

A good All-Brigade five would inelude: 
Bannister, Second Marines, and Leo Pose- 
ly, Brigade, at forward; Travis Shaw, See- 
ond Marines, at center, and Dave Dingwall, 
Second Marines, and Bill Beatty, Aviation, 
at guard, 

Standings at the end of the season: 


Won Lost Pet. 
Regiment 18 3 .900 
Brigade 13 7 650 
Aviation 10 10 500 
Hospital 7 13 350 
Signal 6 14 .300 
Motor Transport 6 14 300 


The roster of the Second Marines team: 
forwards, Bannister, Bucko, Captain Royal, 
Britt, McAlister, Rumph, Kish and Rogers; 
eenters, Shaw, Simpson and Miller; guards, 
Assistant Captain Dykes, Dingwall, Wil- 
son, Adamezyk, Dickey and Feldman, Sgt. 
Harvey I. Diamond was manager. 


SAN DIEGO BOWLING 
By J. Crecion 


Winning bowling championship eups and 
medals seems to be a habit with the San 
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Diego Marine bowling teams. For the see- 
ond time this year they proved to be the 
best among service teams in San Diego, 
the team finishing on top of the pile with 
18 wins and 2 losses in a league made up 
of six service teams. The Destroyer Base 
and the U.S.S. Whitney finished second 
with 14 wins and 6 losses each. The fol- 
lowing are members of the team and their 
averages: 
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Set. J. Crecion 186 
Ist Sgt. I. M. Ward 176 
Sgt. G. Goldmyer —_ 174 
Pfe. F. Stevenson 174 


Paymaster Sgt. J. Bird 162 

Each were presented with a handsome 
bowling button, something new in bowling 
decorations, and a shiny new cup rests 
among the numerous cups in the General’s 
office. 


FOURTH MARINES AND POLO | 


N KEEPING with the keen desire of 
Marines of the Fourth Regiment to be 
active participants in all forms of 
athletic competition and to be parties 
to the pursuits of a horse-minded public, 
polo has reached a place of rightful impor- 
tance among the various activities. Upon 
the initiative of Lt. Col. W. C. Powers, Jr., 
a beginning was made during the fall of 
1931 towards the collection of a suitable 
string of ponies and during the season of 
1932 favorable progress was made in that 
creditable performance was exhibited by the 
Fourth Marines’ squad. Among the players 
during 1932 were Capt. G. Hayes, Capt. N. 
E. True, Ist Lt. H. C. Roberts, 1st Lt. T. 
H. Saunders, and 2nd Lt. Jack Juhan, all 
of whom were transferred away or otherwise 
failed to aspire to polo excellence as 1933 
ushered in another playing season. So Lieu- 
tenant Colonel Powers found the need of 
building up an entirely new squad. Indoor 
polo, prior to the regular playing season, 
afforded an opportunity for considerable in- 
struction and training for new candidates, 
all of whom showed keen interest in applica- 
tion to the Sport of Kings. 

Other than Colonel Powers, Doctor Boaz 
was the only player with previous experience 


THE ROYAL FAMILY OF A KINGLY SPORT—POLOISTS OF THE 
FOURTH MARINES 


Seated, left to right: Lt. A. W. Ellis, Lt-Col. 


W. C. Powers, Jr., Lt. Paul Sherman. 


Standing: Lts. R. L. McKee, R. H. Williams, and W. I. Phipps. 


and very early in the season the squad suf- 
fered loss on account of his transfer from 
the Regiment to duty on the Yangtze Patrol. 
The beginners were: 1st Lt. Arthur W. El- 
lis, 2nd Lts. W. I. Phipps, Paul Sherman, 
R. L. MeKee, R. H. Williams, and E, Fry. 

Playing as a team in the Shanghai Polo 
Association games throughout the season re- 
sulted as follows: 

On a handicap basis in tournament play: 
Fourth Marines 


9 ‘*Four Horsemen’’ 7 
9 **Good Companions’’ 8 
8 **Cooptimists’’ 13 
+ Argyll and Southern 
Highlanders 3 
** Ancient Britons’’ 
7 Chinese 0 


And in scheduled contests with no handi- 
caps allotted: 
Fourth Marines 


9 **Strangers’’ 3 
5 **Strangers’’ 2 
6 **Strangers’’ 1 
1 Strangers’’ 0 
3 Strangers” 2 
5 ‘*Strangers’ 8 


Chukkers played during os season includ- 
ing games and Club Chukkers totalled as 
below listed: 


Lt. Col. W. C. Powers, Jr. ae . 834 
Lt. (jg) Boaz, MC, USN . 49 
Ist Lt. A. W. Ellis : . 129 
2nd Lt. W. I. Phipps....... ee 
2nd Lt. P. D. Sherman............. . 226 
2nd Lt. R. L. MeKee ; aan 151 
2nd Lt. R. H. Williams....... ; . 232 
2nd Lt. E. Fry 

Total 1,269 


Eighteen ponies played all of the above 
chukkers and among them were ponies which 
were played by members of teams other than 
the Marines during various games and prac- 
tises thus increasing the above total of 
chukkers played by about twenty. Also of 
this number of ponies were those used on 
trial some of which were soon discarded. 
Nine of them did most of the playing each 
of which was used in more than 100 chuk- 
kers, the greatest number played by one 
pony being 130. 

Throughout the season the condition of 
the Fourth Marines’ ponies was the envy of 
other members of the Polo Club which fact 
constituted high tribute to the excellent care 
given the ponies under Colonel Powers’ su- 
pervision. All of them finished the season 
in excellent shape. 

No player suffered a serious accident dur- 
ing the season and with one exception none 
was prevented by minor injury from play- 
ing for a single day,the exception being the 
ease of one player who was kept out of the 
game with an injured knee for two or three 
weeks, 

Starting with the personnel of most of the 
1933 squad and the addition of others with 
previous experience elsewhere, 1934 should 
see great success and accomplishment in 
polo by the Fourth Marines. Accomplished 
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AN OPEN LETTER TO THE JUNIOR NATIONAL VICE COMMANDANT 


EAR BILL: Having promised to re- 
Dis to your epistle with an open let- 
Gaawter, it looks as if I have to, so here 

goes, and honestly, Bill, I hate to 
disappoint those who might have looked for 
a ‘*high-hat’’ reply, but whatinell is the 
sense of hurting the outfit just to blow off 
a little peeve either of us might feel over 
something that the other wrote? This be- 
ing the way I feel, I will do something I 
never did (or did so seldom I forgot when) 
and that is, turn my other cheek for an- 
other slap from you or any other pugna- 
cious Marine who might feel it needs ‘‘slap- 
ping.’’ Horse racing is ereated and pros- 
pers by difference of opinion, and since I 
have been losing quite a sum of money on 
the darned ponies, maybe I am wrong in 
my opinions, and every man has a right to 
his, only occasionally, it is best we with- 
hold ours so as not to hurt some friend’s 
feelings. Well, here goes to answer your 
eriticisms, but first, let me thank you for 
granting I did say something meritorious 
anyway. 

To start off I will request you to look in 
Webster’s Dictionary and note that to 
‘*edit,’’ means to ‘‘prepare for publica- 
tion,’’ so where do you get the idea that I 
meant to cut or alter other’s writings? 
True, I may have changed some writeups, 
but if you saw them you would grant I did 
the only thing sensible by so altering them, 
and anyone desiring to see their writings 
verbatim, just send them to me double- 
spaced and written on typewriter, and NOT 
OVER 1% pages long. That insures my 
not unintentionally altering them when re- 
copying. If typewriter is not available, 
write plain so I can read it, and remember, 
my eyes are not as youthful or good, as 
they once were. That for editing, and now 
for news to be published. 

True, that as you eall it ‘‘whing-ding 
stuff reads funny to any who are seeking 
high-brow news, but I have received many 
compliments on my ‘‘ravings,’’ while a de- 
tachment chief of staff, and most of my 
own stuff was that type of ‘‘crap.’’ 
Honestly, we don’t expect to find talented 
news-writers writing our copy, and all any 
of us ean do is do our best, and please as 
many as we can. In facet, it is that type 
of writer who is my greatest bone-in-the- 
side if I eut any of his copy, and at this 
time, I have one to ‘‘edit’’ that is 5 pages 
long, and almost unreadable due to poor 
ribbon on his typewriter, and I know if 
some of it were published, either the writer 
or myself would have earned a bust in the 
snozzle, so you may be assured it will be 
eut for the best interests of all. 

In regards to ‘‘first come—first pub- 
lished.’’ That is the ONLY way I ean be 
fair to all, and while I have the responsi- 
bility of editing, that is how I shall han- 
dle the copy. Unfortunately, last month, 


the copy from Hudson County, (N. J.) de- 


tachment was cut by THe L&ATHERNECK 
editor, and I must say that Waring, of 
Jersey City, is the most prompt and con- 
siderate of all chiefs of staffs of my feel- 
ings and time. Also, my own column ‘‘ The 
Boot-top Unlaces’’ was cut out entirely, 
and there was much in it that should have 
been used, but having sent so much other 
stuff, the editor cut it all. Why kick when 
a sentence or paragraph of our stuff is cut 
when three pages of my own are entirely 
deleted? I asked that all copy be used as 
I numbered it, but for reasons of making 
the paper more snappy, the powers that be 
over at Washington, rearranged it all, but 
they are professional newspapermen, so 
why should a rank amateur like myself, 
criticize them? Sie semper tyranus, or 
sumthin’! 

Now, about history of celebrities of the 
league. Great stuff, but I tried that once, 
and received a great personal story that 
would have started a bigger war than the 
World War, and fights are not advantage- 
ous in our building-up period, is it? As for 
my own personal military history there is 
nothing of interest in it to anyone but my- 
self and relatives, and I was called a liar 
so often when talking of it, I stopped talk- 
ing except to tell foolish occurences, and 
space in THE LEATHERNECK is too valuable 
for that kind of stuff. History of league 
activity is good, but when can a fellow get 
that before he dies, unless it is panning he 
seeks. You know the general always runs 
the war wrong, but somehow he always 
seemed to be winning. Now, as to what I 
am after for anything I may be doing in 
behalf of the league. Candidly, Bill, I have 
no political aspirations, and the ONLY 
thing I want to ‘‘get out of the league’’ 
is my mother’s baby-son, John F., and 
compensation for anything I might have 
done would be satisfactory to me if ap- 
preciation was the sum total of it. What- 
ever money I may be spending on league 
business is better spent that way than on 
bad liquor, ete., isn’t it? No, Bill, the 
league owes me nothing for services rend- 
ered, and I desire no publicity as to what 
it amounts to in money or time, and if our 
dear old league would only function and we 
would all be the same type of Marine we 
were in service, and stand together through 
thick and thin, I would gladly go to my 
reward in the next world, with a feeling 
that my time here was not wasted. In 
closing this letter, Bill, I have been mis- 
taken evidently about what the league was 
intended for as I thought it was for serv- 
ice, and not for social and pleasure matters, 
and no one can make me mad by writing 
in and showing the cock-eyed world the 
service that the league is doing for Ma- 
rines, and while parties and social affairs 
are interesting it is time we spoke of what 
we are doing to aid our destitute and needy 
Marines. 


Well, Bill, sorry to have been so long- 
winded, but that seems to be my best (or 
worst) habit, so will bring this to a close, 
and let this be the final open letter, and we 
will confine ourselves to selling the league, 
and September will roll round soon and 
then someone else can carry the load (un- 
less the commandant desires to change be- 
fore then), and assuring you that the 5th 
of each month is the dead-line, and with 
best fraternal regards, 

I remain Semper Fidelis, 
JOHN F. MANNING (The Boot-top), 
National Chief of Staff. 


THE BOOT-TOP UNLACES 


Well, it seems as if the old boy is 
slipping and just can not take it anymore, 
as he had to go and be ‘‘sissy-fied’’ and 
hie hisself into the feathers. Just a touch 
of pneumonia the medico said, but he must 
have a rubber on his pencil, too, and 
makes mistakes, as old kid pneumonia is 
too tough a guy for the remnant of yours 
truly to battle, but, in case he was right, 
and we had what he said, boy, ain’t we 
going high-hated after winning this fight— 
if we do. And WE WILL. Still in the 
old Ostermoor, and taking medicine, and 
only through the kindness of a very love- 
able, and not TOO expensive stenographer, 
are we enabled to get the league columns 
prepared for the April issue of THE 
LEATHERNECK. After we tell you fellows 
this, please don’t crab if some of your 
writings are mutilated, as our aid is doing 
her best, and we are not fortunate enough 
to have a ‘‘Sweet Marie’’ (M. J. B., to 
youse guys), like B. O. Edwards has, to 
pinch-hit for him, so we must do it ourself 
or hire someone within our limited means 
to help us. O. K.? O. K.! 

It appears that when it rains, it pours, 
and last month, when we were up and 
ready, so much copy came to our desk that 
we had to cut our own stuff, and several 
good copies were also cut by the powers 
that be at Washington, and this month, 
when we could use some copy, only a few 
of the faithful have appeared, and we 
found it necessary to ‘‘ghost’’ a few de- 
tachments so as to fill our space. We won- 
der where good old reliable John Brock, 
of Oakland, Cal., and the Newark and 
Hackensack, N. J., chiefs of staffs are 
this month. By the way, Smithie, of Hack- 
ensack, don’t blame me fore cutting your 
‘*comment’’ on New Jersey state officers. 
I sent it through, and those down at Wash- 
ington cut it on account of needing space. 
Remember, Marines; we had over FIVE 
pages last month, thanks to LEATHERNECK 
editor. 

Have had several requests for the role of 
our national officers, so here it is, and all 
may be reached by addressing national 
headquarters. National. commandant, Carl- 
ton A. Fisher, Buffalo, N. Y.; senior na- 
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tional vice commandant, Maurice A. Illch, 
Albany, N. Y.; junior national vice com- 
mandant, William C. Sutton, Kansas City, 
Mo.: national chief of staff, John F. Man- 
ning, Methuen, Mass.; adjutant and pay- 
master, B. O. Edwards, Buffalo, N. Y.; 
judge advocate, Angelo J. Cineotta, Brook- 
lyn, N. Y.; chaplain, Rev. John H. Clif- 
ford (anyone know his address?) ; sergeant 
at arms, James W. Rikeman, Daytona 
Beach, Fla.; national supply officers, R. W. 
Robertson, Boston, Mass.; and last but not 
least, Miss Marie J. Boergers, assistant 
national adjutant or P. P. P. P., as yours 
truly has christened her. 

Speaking of national officers, what about 
starting to decide on site of next national 
convention, and other business that goes 
with it? Sure the national staff decides 
the location, but whoinell wants another 
session like last year at Chicago? Some 
of you detachments that would like to en 
tertain the national assembly should be 
putting in your invitations, We hear (via 
the rumor wire), that Spokane, Wash., de- 
sired it. Also Santa Barbara, Cal. sent 
along inspiring literature on it’s ability to 
handle same. A few Boston Marines men 
tioned that Boston, Mass., never had a na- 
tional convention of the league, but none 
have made any proposition. Let’s start 
something, as you know September is the 
month, and we ean not hold our division 
or state conventions until we know exact 
date for national eonvention, as these must 
be held 30 and 60 days prior thereto. Also 
get your resolutions, ete., prepared so 
some constructive legislation can be done. 
How about having an expert stenographer 
to take the minutes of the assembly, so 
that no arguments can arise over adjutant 
not getting things as you intendéd. We 
have a fair lady who*has served the league 
without compensation the past year who we 
believe might (?) be induced to perform 
this duty for us, if her expenses were 
taken care of by the league. Accept this 
as a motion that we invite her and defray 
her expenses at convention, so let’s have 
some seeonders. Anyway, suggest some- 
thing, will yer? 


HUDSON-MOHAWK 
DETACHMENT 


Albany-Troy-Schenectady, N. Y. 


Our last meeting, held at Schenectady, 
was the poorest attended of any for some 
time, but no doubt, the cold weather was 
the reason, and while the thermometer read- 
ing was 20 degrees below, we had 16 hardy 
Marines on hand. At a recent meeting of 
the dance committee, it was voted to post- 
pone the military ball, usually held at the 
Ten Eyck hotel, till later, and substitute 
in its place, an informal affair to be held 
in the rooms of the Albany Garage, which 
have been kindly donated by Steve Brown. 
Tickets are now out, and a large gathering 
is looked for on April 7th, the date set for 
the affair. Speaking of dates, all who 
missed the party that climaxed All Ma- 
rine Week, missed the best affair ever con 
ducted by this detachment. Eighty-two 
were on hand and a substantial profit was 
realized. Dancing was enjoyed from 9 to 1, 
or was supposed to be, but everyone was 
having such a wonderful time, that it was 
extended until 2 A. M. 

Invitations have been received from New 
York City detachment, to attend their 
military ball, to be held at the Commodore 
hotel, New York City, on March 14th, and 
a large representation plan on attending. 
We have also received invitations to attend 
the Hackensack, N. J., St. Patrick’s night 
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affair, and several are planing on attend- 
ing. It looks as if March and April will be 
busy months for our touring Marines, and 
if traveling conditions improve many local 
Marines are in for a pleasant month or 
two visiting other detachments. 

Word has just reached our desk of the 
death of our past national chief of staff, 
Homer A. Harkness, of Jersey City, N. J., 
and the Hudson-Mohawk detachment de- 
sire to go on record as extending their 
sincere sympathy to the bereaved family, as 
we realize that they have lost a good hus- 
band and father, as the league has lost a 
regular hard-working member, and one who 
earned the respect of all who knew him. 
May he rest in peace. 

H. M. DEE, 
Acting Chief of Staff. 


HUDSON COUNTY 
DETACHMENT 
Jersey City, N. J. 


The Fourth Annual Ball of this detach- 
ment is now history, and all reports have 
it that it was a tremendous suecess—both 
socially and financially. We are thankful 
to Bill Coughlin, Bill Davis and the rest 
of their committee for the wonderful job 
they turned in. The Police Department 
quartette and Tom Kocehka’s Hill-Billy 
Band were the highlights of the entertain- 
ment, followed later by that genial Scot, 
Bill Whitely, of radio station WAAT. 
Colonel Kineade, from the Brooklyn Navy 
Yard, was presented with a traveling bag 
by the detachment, and he responded with 
a few fitting remarks. Everybody made 
sure he enjoyed himself. One enterpris- 
ing couple started a contest on the floor 
that attracted the attention of dozens. 
The object of this contest was to dance 
across the floor as far as possible WITH- 
OUT stepping on the numerous handbills 
that were seattered around. One athletical- 
ly inelined couple, by a series of amazing 
twists and turns, succeeded in getting 
about fifteen feet, but were disqualified 
for some reason. One by one the couples 
dropped out of the contest, remarking that 
they were only human beings after all, 
and couldn’t be expected to be THAT dex- 
trous. 

OBSERVATIONS: Jack Brennan speak- 
ing into the ‘‘mike’’—George Peterson 
playing host to a large party—Mr. and 
Mrs. Jack Nyire greeting everyone—Tom 
Botti and his pinochle-playing friends— 
Homer Harkness rushing somewhere—Jack 
Brennan at the ‘‘mike’’—Charles and Mrs, 
Angelo dancing in a very dignified man- 
ner—The charming Mrs. O’Connell floating 
about in the arms of our p:aymaster, the 
lucky devil—Hugh Murtha and Steve Rob 
erts in a serious confab (probably about 
the gold situation)—Mr. O’Brien, father 
of our George, beaming proudly on _ his 
daughter-in-law—-Commandant Kelly, of 
Newark, talking to Jesse Rodgers and Bill 
MeLaughlin—Hundreds of voices singing 
the Marines’ Hymn—Corks popping—Ice 
eracking—Laughter—Jack Brennan at the 
**mike,’’ 

Report that some of the boys are re 
ceiving their LEATHERNECKS is gratifying 
to this department. However, there is still 
work to be done, as the list is long, but 
we hope, in the near future, to see every 
man reeeiving it who is entitled to it. 
REMEMBER that if you change your ad- 
dress you will not get the LEATHERNECK 
unless you notify the proper authorities 
and supply your new and old address. Our 
detachment meets the first and third Thurs- 
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day of each month, and all members, from 
the commandant down, invite all Marines 
to attend, and especially the members of 
this detachment. Every meeting there are 
new members, and one of them might be an 
old buddy of your service-days. Who 
knows? So, as Mae West would say, 
‘‘Cum up en see us sometime!’’ Reggie 
Bartholdus, chairman of the Committee on 
Finding Suitable and Inexpensive Club- 
rooms (whew, what a title) is in the news 
again. It seems some of the boys with 
whom he works sent him looking for a 
‘*wood-stretcher’’ (of all things), and at 
this writing, he is still looking for it. Oh, 
Reggie; how could you? This scribe would 
appreciate swapping yarns with any mem- 
ber of the league from Maine to Califor- 
nia, so drop us a line, Marines, to 104 
Booraem Avenue, Jersey City, N. J. Yours 
Semper Fidelis. 
GEORGE WARING, 
Chief of Staff. 


IN MEMORIAM 


HOMER A. HARKNESS 
Born Oct. 23, 1895-Died Feb. 18, 1934 


Homer A. Harkness, past national chief 
of staff and past commandant of Hudson 
County, N. J., detachment, passed away 
Sunday, February 18th, at the Jersey City 
hospital, Jersey City, N. J., after a weeks 
illness from lobar pneumonia. Comrade 
Harkness has been in failing health for 
quite some time, but like the true marine 
he was, he stuck to his work, until too 
late. He has always been an ardent sup- 
porter of the Marine Corps League, and 
was always active in every affair of his 
detachment, of which he was an organizer 
and a charter member, and its second 
commandant. He was well-known and liked, 
throughout the country for his efforts in 
behalf of Marine matters, and he always 
put the cause of the league ahead of his 
personal affairs. Homer H. Harkness was 
born at Moscow, Idaho, October 23, 1895, 
and his early youth was spent in that west- 
ern country and he worked at diverse occu- 
pations. He was a eapable ranch hand, 
and was considered an ace cowboy, and 
had competed in the rodeos held at Pendle- 
ton, Ore., and won high honors as a bron- 
cho-buster and competitor in the various 
other contests held at those affairs. 

He enlisted in the U. S. Marine Corps at 
the outbreak of the World War, and was 
assigned to duty aboard the USS. Galves- 
ton. He saw three and a half years service 
overseas, part of which was spent in the 
Black Sea Expedition and Mediterannean 
campaigns. He served as chief clerk to 
Rear Admiral Newton A. MeCully, and 
spent the last year of the war in Con- 
stantinople, where he was given the rank 
of first sergeant, and was honorably dis- 
charged at the Brooklyn Navy Yard upon 
his return to this country. Entering the 
newspaper profession, he made his resi- 
dence at Jersey City from 1921 up to the 
time of his sad passing away. As a re- 
porter for the Jersey Journal, of this city, 
he earned an enviable record due to his 
work in several important news. stories, 
one of which was the Swavly torch murder. 
He was instrumental in the exposure of 
graft in certain labor circles that startled 
the reading publie in the entire Metropoli- 
tan district. 

Gathering several Marines together he 
was instrumental in organizing the local 
detachment and served as its second com- 
mandant, and through his newspaper con- 
nections he saw that proper publicity was 
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given all marine activities. At the conven- 
tion held at Buffalo, N. Y., in 1931, he 
was appointed as national chief of staff 
and served for two years with great distine- 
tion. He gave unlimited time for all local 
Marine activities and attended to the pub- 
licity end of all affairs, which aided ma- 
terially in making these affairs the great 
successes they proved. He was ever ready 
to go to the assistance of a needy com- 
rade and the league with the result that his 
own health was neglected, and for the past 
year he has devoted himself to his news- 
paper work and detachment activities, and 
this was done against medical advice due 
to his rundown condition, with the result 
that when pnemonia set in he was physical- 
ly unable to withstand it’s ravages. 

A large delegation of league members 
attended his funeral services, and many 
Marines from all over New York and New 
Jersey visited his remains and paid their 
respects, as did the members of the Albert 
L. Quinn post, American Legion, of which 
he was an active member. A Death Watch 
was in attendance and was provided by 
Col. Kineade, Commandant of the Brook- 
lyn Navy Yard Marine detachment. This 
detail was on duty for two nights, and a 
continual line of_people from every rank 
of political, military and social life paid 
their respects. A squad of regular Marines 
from the Brooklyn Navy Yard acted as 
bearers, and escorted the remains to the 
railroad station and aboard the train that 
bore them to Sayre, Pa., where they will 
rest. A firing squad from the Sullivan 
Post, American Legion of Athens, N. Y., 
met the remains and did their part in ex- 
tending full military courtesies to the de- 
parted comrade. Comrade Harkness is sur- 
vived by his wife, Mrs. Marion E. (Aus- 
tin) Harkness, and three sons, Homer Wil- 
liam, 6; Austin, 3; and James Allen, 16 
months. He is also survived by a brother 
Jesse R. Harkness, secretary of the Cham- 
ber of Commerce of Yokima, Washington. 

The sympathy of all Marines are ex- 
tended to the widow and children of our 
departed comrade, and all unite in wishing 
him the reward he so rightfully earned by 
his untiring efforts to make the world 
better for his having been in it. 

GEORGE E. WARING, 
Chief of Staff. 


This opportunity is taken of expressing 
the sympathy of Marines all over the world 
to the bereaved family, and the national 
staff of the Marine Corps League extend 
their heartfelt sympathy, and are sorry 
to announce that the cause of Marinedom 
has lost an enthusiastic worker and our 
prayers are offered for the eternal repose 
of the spirit of our departed fellow-co- 
worker, Homer A. Harkness. 

JOHN F. MANNING, 
National Chief of Staff. 


NIAGARA-FRONTIER 
DETACHMENT 


Buffalo, N. Y. 


Well, it’s all over town. What, you ask? 
Why the talk resulting from the Niagara- 
Frontier detachment’s smoker, held Friday, 
March 2nd. We didn’t make much money, 
but, boy; did we have fun? The weather- 
man was up to standard, and it rained 
like the devil, as it usually does when we 
conduct any affairs. While the financial 
profits were down, the good-feeling created 
was worth the effort, and it is affairs like 
this that makes it possible for us to sign 
up new members at each of our meetings, 
and at every meeting new faces appear and 
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they keep coming, and that is what we 
want—larger attendance. Just a word to 
remind you Marines in this vicinity not to 
forget the National Commandant’s Dinner, 
that will be held by this detachment short- 
ly, and due notice of date will be sent all 
detachments within reasonable traveling 
distance, so arrange to attend, and see how 
this detachment does things. 

Just a word in re that ‘‘open letter’’ 
sent the Old Boot-top, by Bill Sutton, of 
K. C. It appears to me that Bill is step- 
ping out of line criticising the national 
chief of staff, since John is the ONLY 
national chief of staff that did more than 
hold the honor of that office. It has been 
up to the national commandant and ad- 
jutant to perform the duties of the chief 
of staffs office, till the Boot-top took it 
over, and he has been doing the job in first 
elass manner. True, he makes errors, and 
so do we all, but when an officer does his 
best, he rates encouragement and not be 
put on the spot because he doesn’t satisfy 
a few of us in some of his activities. We 
know from experience that every newspaper 
has a dead-line for copy, and all editors 
alter copy if it does not concur with the 
policy of his paper, and our experience 
with Manning has been that he lets many 
items of ours go by that probably he 
could have cut, and we credit him with do- 
ing this so as not to hurt our feelings. 
Let’s all get behind the national chief of 
staff and try and help him by getting our 
copy in on time, and let the rest to his 
good judgement. 

When the next convention is held and 
reports are made of activities of our na- 
tional officers (and that means division and 
state, also) our bet is that the Old Boot- 
top will have a helluva lot more to be 
proud of than to be ashamed of. He is 
working, and has worked, for the advance- 
ment of the league, and the revived inter- 
ests of Marines throughout the country at- 
tests to that fact, so again, we ask all Ma- 
rines to forget any peeve that arises if 
their copy is altered, and if it comes too 
late, what else can be done but hold it 
over? Keep up the good work, John; and 
we know that Bill meant all right, and ap- 
preciates your efforts, as we all do, so 
hoping to see some other comment with 
encouragement extended to our workers, we 
will end our story here. 

EDWARD FOODY, 


Chief of Staff. 


THEODORE ROOSEVELT 
DETACHMENT 


Boston, Mass. 


We held our social meeting Tuesday, 
February 27th, and man, what a time. It 
was the biggest social success the detach- 
ment has ever held, and 10 or 12 new pros- 
pects were dug up and we hope to have 
them on our roles shortly. The affair was 
publicized via the Boston papers and over 
175 attended, and even the police teletype 
was used to announce the affair. The en- 
tertainment was varied and sufficient to 
please all, with the speakers not being bore- 
some, and just long enough to satisfy all. 
There was plenty to eat and drink, and a 
variety of both. We had singers, tap 
dancers, comedians and a 7-piece orchestra. 
Col. Carroll Swan, of the 26th division, was 
a speaker and furnished an interesting talk. 
The success of this evening was due to the 
hard work and painstaking effort on the 
part of the chairman of the. affair, Charles 
W. Creaser, who certainly spent much time, 
and his own money, to make it the big suc- 
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cess it was. He was assisted by the follow- 
ing members: Harold Watts, Paul Sargent, 
John B. Hinckley, E. A. Brown and your 
humble scribe. 

It seems that illness is visiting our de- 
tachment too much lately, as our comman- 
dant, William Anderson, was laid up sick 
for a week or so, and on February 18th, 
the Old Boot-top, himself, had to go and 
eatch a cold that brought along a touch of 
pneumonia and he has been sick in bed, 
under medical care ever since. Last reports 
were that he was on the mend, and it looks 
like it will take more than pneumonia to 
lay the old boy under. State commandant, 
Spotswood, paid a visit out to Methuen to 
visit the national chief of staff, and while 
his condition was bad, it is hoped it will 
not be serious. (Editor’s Note. Yea, boy; 
it will not be serious, as your old pal, the 
Boot-top, intends standing by for the con- 
vention next September.) 

Due to the bad weather and conditions 
of traveling our attendance at meetings has 
not been up to standard, but with the snow 
leaving we hope to shortly have our regular 
large and enthusiastic attendance. 

LOUIS S. BERGSTROM, 
Chief of Staff. 


CHARLES RUDDICK 
DETACHMENT 
Elmira, N. Y. 


At our regular meeting held February 
7th, we conducted the ceremony of initia- 
tion according to the M. C. L. Constitution 
and By-laws, and two new members were 
initiated—Harold J. Kellogg and Abel 
Norman Lawrence. The detachment is 
growing steadily, and we hope to have two 
or more new members added monthly. We 
held a banquet Saturday, February 17th, 
as part of our All-Marine Week celebra- 
tion, and while it was not a financial suc- 
cess, due to inclement weather, those at- 
tending enjoyed a very pleasant evening. 
Capt. W. C. Harding, U. S. M. C., com- 
mandant of a nearby C.C.C. eamp, was the 
honor guest and principle speaker. He 
spoke of his service in Nicaragua and 
proved an interesting speaker. Other speak- 
ers were Captain Canavan, past commander 
of our detachment, and division chaplain, 
and Paul B. Mercier, N. Y. State Com- 
mander of the D. A. V. Commandant Geo. 
Kretchman, was toastmaster and handled 
his job skillfully. 

Captain Harding invited the detachment 
members to his camp on February 27th, 
and 14 members made the trip. We were 
treated to a delicious roast pork dinner, 
and a musical troupe was scheduled to ap- 
pear and entertain us during the evening, 
but when they failed to appear, the boys 
in camp put on a show of their own that 
proved them capable entertainers. The 
talent on hand was so good we were rather 
glad the scheduled musicians disappointed. 
Our paymaster, Norman Fahr, has moved 
out into the sticks, and while it is a secret 
as yet, we will let you in on it later. 
Guess this is all for this time, so till next 
month, we will sign off. 

JULIAN C. BULLOCK, 
Adjutant. 


“CARL-EN-BO” 


The passing of Homer Harkness cast a 
pall of gloom over the Headquarters staff 
which it is difficult to shake off. The past 
National Chief-of-Staff was, without ques- 
tion, one of the most widely known and 
best beloved gyrenes in this man’s outfit. 
It seems that everybody had a story about 
him,—‘‘ Do you remember when Homer did 

(Continued on page 51) 
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Bast Educated 
Miltary fore if 
ERE is an extract from a letter which the Marine Corps Institute recently received 
from one of its active students, now on the retired list of the Marine Corps: 
“I appreciate very much the privilege of taking the Office Management course \ 


and congratulate the Institute on offering to the men of the Marine Corps training 
in so many different lines without expense to them. I learned shorthand by cor- 
respondence while in the Marine Corps in 1903 paying for the course out of the 
then monthly pay of $12.80. So, I would have welcomed the opportunity then to 
take without cost one of the courses now offered.” 


This man has always been cognizant of the true value of the Marine Corps Institute courses, as 
you can well see from his testimony. But so many persons do not realize their value until lack of train- 
ing and education hinders them in advancement in future life. 

Don’t be one of these persons! Take advantage of the opportunity to receive the benefits of a 
Marine Corps Institute course while the opportunity exists and there is no cost. The blank below is for 
your convenience in making the desired application for enrollment. 


UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE 
Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C. 


C1) Please send me INFORMATION regarding the course before which I have marked an X: 
C Please enroll me in the course before which I have marked an X: 


Academic and Busi Training Courses Technical and Ind ial Courses 
Business Management CjSecond Lieut. Prep. (Naval Academy Prep. OCivil Engineer CjConcrete Builder 
Industrial Management ()French LjHigh School Subjects* LjSurveying & Mapping (JStructural Engineer 
Yffice Management lectrical Engineering (jPlumbing & Heating LjChemistry 
rafic Management ymmmercial Subjects CjElectric Lighting [jRadio ()Pharmacy 
A 


ccountancy 


(including C.P.A.) 
‘ost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
Accountant Secretarial 
anish 

Name 

Organization 

Station 


Mailing address 


OGood English 

LJStenographic-Secretarial 

“ivil Service 

LJRailway Mail Clerk 
Grade School Subjects 

OMotorbus Transportation 


*State subjects desired in applying for this course. 


Mechanical Engineer 

|Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 

OStandard High School 

)Gas Engine 

Mechanics 


(jSteam Engineering 
(Architect 

(JArchitect’s Blue Prints 
)Contractor & Builder 
(jArchitectural Draftsman 
(jAirplane Maintenance 


Rank 


(JAutomobile Work 
LjAviation Engines 
()Navigation 
(Agriculture 
[Mathematics 
O)Poultry 
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AS YE SOW 


One morning Jorkins looked over the line 
fence and said to his neighbor: ‘‘ What are 
you burying in that hole? You act suspi- 
cious.’’ 

‘*Just replanting some of my seeds,’’ re- 
plied the neighbor. 

**Seeds!’’ exclaimed Jorkins angrily. ‘‘It 
looks more like one of my white leghorn 
hens.’’ 

‘*That’s all right,’’ answered the neigh- 
bor; ‘‘the seeds are inside of her.’’ 

—Pathfinder. 

Manager—Out of a job, eh? Well, come 
around at seven in the morning and I’ll put 
you to work. 

Applicant—I can’t come tomorrow. 

Manager—Why? 

Applicant—I’ve got to march in the pa- 
rade of the unemployed.—-Pathfinder. 


Customer—If you keep your money in 
your stocking, how do you manage to get at 
it when there are men around. 

Manicurist—Say, darling, when there are 
men around I don’t have to get at it. 

—Dell Publishing Co. 


The windy campaign orator had held forth 
for over an hour. At length he stopped, and 
then said in an impressive tone: ‘‘I pause 
to ask myself a question.’’ 

A voice from the back of the hall shouted: 
‘*Better not. You’ll only get a fool answer.’’ 

—Tennessee Tar. 

Arke Sailor—‘‘Doesn’t this dance make 
you wish for another?’’ 

Long Beach Gal—‘‘ Yeah, 
rate liberty tonight.’’ 

—U.S8.8. 


but he don’t 


Arkansas Arklite. 
Rufus—There’ 's an exception to every rule. 
Goofus—-Who’s the exception to the rule 

that we all must die? 

Rufus—Why, that’s the exception to the 
rule that all rules have their exceptions. 

—Pathfinder. 


Neighbor (to proud young father)—Don’t 
you find that a baby brightens up a house 
wonderfully? 

Young Father—I do. We have the elec- 
tric light on most of the night now. 

—Everybody’s. 


SEA-GOING 


(Continued from page 29) 


THE TRIUMPHANT IRON MEN 


Me hearties of the United States Ma- 
rines, here are the = bits from the scraps 
of iron from the U. S. Frigate Constitution. 
We are all here in full force and enjoying 
the good old California weather to the ut- 
most. You have all heard about sunny 
California, I believe. The sun shines four 
hours each day gnd then only three times 
a week. The rest of the time it is foggy. 

We are very happy to have with us again 
in our midst a man going by the name of 
Sgt. Henry Billert, who went on furlough 
a corporal and returned to find himself a 
sergeant. Corporal Waller is still making 
the gobs wonder when he is going to quit 
getting their goat. He has a system of 
playing cards which he calls the Waller 
System and believe me it puts the sailor 
boys on the spot. Private First Class 
Brozack is still the Captain’s favorite or- 
derly, and no wonder, he has curly hair 
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and draws funny pictures and says little 
things. Private First Class Rhoades is 
one of the old time Marines who knows 
how to say it and take it. We often 
wonder why he goes walking out on the 
dock every noon after chow—he does away 
a few pounds. Private First Class Osborne 
is still on furlough and we hope that he 
still has a little dinero in his pockets. We 
know he is not any sheik but just the same 
he is still on the I wonder when list. 
Private First Class Ross, the darling red 
head of the ship, is on the road to success. 
He is taking Brozack’s place as the Cap- 
tain’s best man, for his hair is curly and 
RED, therefore making a brighter show- 
ing than the brunette, Johnny Brozack. 
Ross was made Private First Class the 
other day to fill a vacancy, and most of 
the crew say he is vacant anyway. He 
bumps his head on the overhead and po- 
litely says, ‘‘pardon me.’’ Private First 
Class Dow is doing his regular amount of 


work although he has just made Private 
First Class and what a change has taken 
place in this detachment since he has come 
to occupy all the space on a chair. Pvt. 
James D. Cox has gone the way of many 
Marines who have fought valiantly for 
their lives and for the lives of others. We 
are sorry to hear that he has passed to 
another world and we know that he will 
be numbered among the best. We offer 
sincere condolence to his widowed bride. 

Private Davison would like to know how 
to get married, but we know that he has 
been vaccinated against the germ so he 
remains single. He would like to know 
what makes the world go around but we 
are not going to tell him. Private Clark 
is now in the mess hall and feeling as if 
he would like to get something more to 
eat, as dish water is not very appetizing 
for little Marines. Private First Class 
Campsen is trying to do his part by won- 
dering when we are going to the east coast 
and what we will do when we get there. 
At present he like his onions raw. 

We are very sorry to have it made 
known that the Marine detachment has lost 
most of its old crew and is now nearly all 
new men. Sergeant Cvetkovich, Private 
First Class Lindsay, Private Duffy, Private 
Palmer and Private Baker have all left us 
to go to other outposts and we sincerely 
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PURER SMOKE BETTER TASTE 
Prominent University scientists prove 
it after testing all the world’s best 
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accurate Jensen 
Smoke tester* 
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hope that they will like their new posts 
and enjoy new prosperity to the utmost. 
We surely miss them even if we have re- 
placements for them. The new replace- 
ments are: Pvts. William H. Taylor, Bruce 
J. Snyder, and Ralph F. Knicely. We 
know that they will soon get to liking the 
work here and we hope they will perform 
their duties to the best of their ability. 
WEE-VEE MARINES 
By Whoozit 

Vell, vell seeing as how all my 
hired snoopers (Yates, White, Atkins) have 
reported . . . I shall again endeavor to dish 
out the dirt... 

Sign in Redlands says ‘‘ Evangelist Ed- 
wards ... the Converted Marine’’ ch 
Now, now, Jarhead . . . we often wondered 
why you traveled so far to spend your 
weekends . . . Hereafter all men shall call 
you Aimee Saver of seagoin’ souls. 
... We hear you are after Maggie Faust’s 
soul . . . You’re wasting your time 
Maggie has dickerings with a minister... 
attached to the Baptist Church . . . Sorry, 
Aimee... 

Al Brengle ... hero of gun three... 
has slipped and fallen . .. He has married 
the choicest bit of Spanish femininity ever 

. She hails from the Playa . . . Stanley 
Gbur the Polackian mauler... and 
Sluggo Davis . . . ex-platter-massager .. . 
are due to engage in a fast and furious 
fistieal fracas... 

‘‘Empty’’ Drum wins the tall story con- 
test this month .. . He was sent back after 
one day, and coming off watch, said, ‘‘ Hey, 
gang ... the Captain says I am the best 
orderly he has ever had’’... Then we dis- 
covered that ‘‘Empty’’ was just ‘‘snap 
pin’ in’’ that day... 

‘*Density’? O’Mara put in for ten-days’ 
leave . . . When asked why .. . this tale 
of woe was forthcoming ‘*“My paw 
wants I should come home on account it’s 
coming Ground Hog Day’’ Reason 
enough, says we... 

We hear that ‘‘Jack’’ Holt is trying 
out for the boxing squad for some reason. 
. . . We understand he used to box apples 
up Walla Walla way near Wagon- 
tongue... 

We lost the whaleboat races last month. 
° Aimee Edwards pulled the plug out 
of the boat midway in each race... You 
ought to be on the Big Mary, Aimee... 
‘*Pretty Boy’’ Pardee and ‘‘Stupid’ 
Fondy also pulled the race . .. as ballast. 

.. §*Sea Bag’’ Meinhold ... our latest 
asquisition . . . is said by his girl to re- 
semble nothing more than a sailor’s pea- 
eoat . . . Your pardon, flatfeet, one and 
all . 

Our unsolved mystery . . . the disap 
pearance of the radio tubes . . . I think 
‘*Cy Young’’ Huntoon took ’em... He 
sold some to the Third Division . . . and 
he had the watch both nights ... 

Open letter to ‘‘Smilin’ Fred’’ . .. my 
bosom companion and palsy-walsy .. . 
How’s to bang a few ears, Sigie, ol’ keed? 
Would you like to know about the man 
who ran you ragged ... blowing whistles 
at the rifle range . and yelling ‘‘ All 
hands outside?’’ ... Well, that guy... 
owes me a buck ... and won’t pay it... 
so here goes . I have heard tell that 
**Snakeye’’ Atkins blew plenty of whistles 

. up in Washington . . . at Camp Lewis 

. where all the fun was... 

White says the guard is going to pur- 
chase a new radio ... pretty nice, White 
... to have a nice, new radio to play with 
- -- ALL BY YOURSELF... ‘‘Blub- 
ber’’ Yates is not going to be a guide on 
this landing foree . . . enough last time? 
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SPORTS 


Fourth Marines and Polo 
(Continued from page 44) 


success and the fact that the establishment 
of polo as an institution in the Regiment has 
been permanently effected justifies the ex- 
pense and efforts of those who have made it 
possible. Greatest credit is due to Lieuten- 
ont Colonel Powers whose keen interest and 
tireless energy has been concentrated to- 
wards the building up of an organization 
worthy of representing the Marine Corps on 
Shanghai’s hoof-pounded turf. 


JUST DUCKY! 
By E. J. L. 


Ask any of the boys the definition of a 
‘*burp’’ and they will say, ‘‘When Raw- 
McElroy miss a single; when 
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Konopa’s class fails to win him more than 
one out of a trio and when Moeger lets 
little Benny take three in a row.’’ 

Which brings us to the realization that 
the Singles League of the MB Duckpin 
League is twelve games on its way. 

The big blows so far are McElroy’s 140 
game and Rawlings’ 134. Kapanke came 
through with 94 without benefit of a 
mark, which is a lot of wood in ten 
frames. 

The statisties speak: 

Games Won Lost Game Set 
Rausch 9 7 2 100 295 


Konopa 12 9 3 129 340 
Piercy 12 4 #4120 318 
Werner 12 8 4 121 310 
McElroy 12 7 5 140 362 
Kapanke 12 7 5 116 335 
Sadoff 12 7 5 106 300 
Eldridge 12 7 5 94 278 
Ben, Jr. 12 6 6 119 323 
Ben, Sr. 12 6 6 116 312 
Dodson 12 5 7 116 322 
Brown 12 5 7 115 296 
Goldsmith 12 5 7 111 286 
Moeger 12 + 8 122 322 
Roennigke 12 4 8 105 300 
Rentfrow 12 + 8 110 293 
Lanigan 9 3 6 104 297 
Rawlings 12 3 9 134 330 


PHILADELPHIA SMALL-BORE 
EXPERTS AT IT AGAIN 


The small-bore rifle team of the Marine 
Barracks, Philadelphia Navy Yard, is not 
only maintaining the excellent record made 
by them in the past, but is even bettering 
it. During the period of February 10 to 
March 2 they participated in four matches, 
winning all handily. 

While the Marines’ scores have been ex- 
ceptionally good on the whole, the team 
score turned in in the match with the 
Princeton rifle team on February 15 and 
16 is remarkable. Out of a team possible 
score of 2,000, the Marines knocked out a 
total of 1,980, losing only twenty points. 
This is truly a remarkable showing, and 
one to be really proud of. 

We present herewith the scores: 


At Philadelphia, February 10, 1934 
Philadelphia Marines 


Total 

Name score 
Lt. MeDougal 375 
Lt. Blanchard 371 
Cpl. Custer 370 
Ist Sgt. Snell 370 
Cpl. Balough 368 
Total 1,854 

N. Y. Stock Exchange 

Total 

Name score 
C. Frost 378 
M. J. Davidowitch . 866 
Kingman 365 
W. Winter 365 
M. Rosenblatt i 364 
Total 1,838 


Postal Mateh, February 15 and 16, 1934 
Philadelphia Marines 


Total 
Name score 
Set. O. A. Guilmet — 399 
Ist Sgt. E. J. Snell ..... ... 398 


Pvt. H. A. Barrett 395 
Capt. F. T. Steele 394 
Cpl. R. D. Chaney 394 
Total 1,980 
Princeton Rifle Team 

Total 

Name seore 
R. P. Grimm 398 
E. M. Yard 394 
R. B. Miller 388 
N. Biorn 387 
S. Pendexter 385 
Total 1,952 


At Bordentown, N. J., February 17, 1934 
Philadelphia Marines 


Total 

Name seore 
Capt. F. T. Steele 290 
Ist Lt. J. D. Blanchard . 896 
Ist Sgt. E. J. Snell 396 
Pvt. H. A. Barrett . 394 
Sgt. O. A. Guilmet . 396 
Total 1,972 

Bordentown Military Institute 

Total 

Name seore 
Wise 
Pauli. . 3886 
Thoms 
Total 1,895 


At Drexel Institute Range, Philadelphia, 
March 1, 1934 
Philadelphia Marines 


Total 
Name score 
Sgt. O. A. Guilmet . 
Cpl. R. D. Chaney ..... 275 
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Cpl. S. Pederson “ce 
Ist Sgt. E. J. Snell pen 271 
Ist Lt. J. D. Blanchard . 266 
Total 1,362 
Drexel Institute 

Total 

Name score 
Miller 278 
Burns 277 
Lowe 276 
DiStefano 257 
Schock 257 
Total 1,345 


SECOND BATTALION 
FIGHTERS 


By Phil Haensler 


Introducing the men who have furnished 
many a first-class smoker to the Cuban 
Marines. 

This is not necessarily an article to laud 
personal achievement, but to comment col- 
lectively, rather than individually, on the 
men who, under the inspired leadership of 
Gunnery Sergeant Buckley, himself a well- 
known former Marine pugilist, have per- 
formed in the several smokers staged 
aboard the USS. Wyoming in Southern wa- 
ters. Perhaps, before we delve too deeply 
into the activities of the Leatherneck ex- 
ponents of the Marquis of Queensberry’s 
favorite sport, it would be well to offer 
just a bit of introductory praise for the 
Navy boxers, who supplied the opposition 
for the Marines in these matches. They 
eonducted themselves in a_ thoroughly 
sportsmanlike manner throughout all the 
encounters. 

For the benefit of THe LearHeRNECK 
readers we shall endeavor to give in brief 
a summary of the histories of these out- 
standing athletes of the Marine Corps, who, 
under conditions which would appear too 
disheartening to the average athlete, have 
proved their mettle and fitness for qualifi- 
eation in the class of outstanding Marine 
Corps athletes for all time. 

Commencing with the light-heavyweight 
class and working down, we offer for the 
approval of you readers Jake Tingle, pos- 
sessor of a perfect boxing physique. Jake 
isn’t what the sports writers would eall a 
second Tommy Loughran in the manner of 
dancing and furnishing adagio cut-ups in 
the squared circle. Rather he is like Demp- 
sey—the ‘‘killer type’’—who puts his head 
down and bores in, regardless of danger to 
life or limb. In short, Jake is the type of 
boxer every fan hopes to see, but seldom 
does in this age of tap-dancing wrist- 
slappers. 

Johnnie F. Goosmann hails from New 
York City, and a sturdy representative of 
the Big Town he is. A throwback to the 
days of Lew Tendler, Goosmann deals out 
a wicked left. Goosmann is a youngster 
with an ideal ring disposition, and we pre- 
dict that he will go far in the fight game 
with the right man handling him. 

Tommy Nemphos, a middleweight, is a 
comer with worlds of that asset so priceless 
in the ringman—guts. Tommy has turned 
in many a splendid performance during 
this present cruise, and has improved with 
every start. 

Jim Jeffries, attached to Captain Mix- 
son’s Machine-gun outfit, exhibits many of 
the natural features of the armament of 
his choice. In short, he fairly pops volleys 
of lefts and rights to his opponent. Boast- 
ing a healthy sock in either mitt, Jeffries 
will bear watching, and the Marine Corps 
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will undoubtedly become better acquainted 
with this talented performer before many 
more moons pass. 

The State of Texas, from which, inci- 
dentally, the Wyoming has just departed 
after spending the Mardi Gras season in 
Galveston, furnished us with a _ bronzed 
youth who has displayed pleasing form in 
the ring in the person of Benny Walker. 
Benny is a likeable chap, built along tall, 
rangy lines. When fully developed he will 
probably be able to show the big boys how 
it is done. 
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this or said that?’’ A suggestion to State 
Commandant Rodgers—How about a Homer 
Harkness Detachment in his home state? 
The sub-zero temperatures with which 
this region was blessed (?) during the 
month of February froze up more than one 
pipe. The one we are thinking of in par- 
ticular is National receipts. You asked 
for ’em—read ’em and weep: 
DETACHMENT DvEs 
Akron, Ohio (Lucien P. Waldron).... $15.00 
Albany, N. Y. (Hudson-Mohawk).... 22.00 
Denver, Col. (James E. Owens) ; 3.50 
Elmira, N. Y. (Charles H. Ruddick) 20.00 
Kansas City, Mo. (Simpson-Hogatt) 7.50 


Lawrence, Mass. (Frank Allen Bee- 

vers) . 850 
New York City (N. Y., No. 1)........ 15.00 
Oakland, Cal. (Oakland) ‘ 8.00 
San Francisco, Cal. (San Francisco) 5.00 
Santa Barbara, Cal. 1.00 


Buffalo, N. Y. (Niagara Frontier) 18.00 
Holyoke, Mass. (Wm. H. MeNally) 4.00 
Cincinnati, Ohio (Col. R. S. Hooker) 2.00 
Cincinnati, Ohio (Col. R. S. Hooker) 250 
*Contributions. 
*Supplies. 


Total .... $125.00 


All detachments, national, division and state 
officers have been supplied with copies of 
the revised National Constitution. New 
copies of the By-Laws have also been 
placed in everyone’s hands. The staff is 
now working on the Rituals, which will 
follow in short order. 

Another item to come from the press 
shortly is the new Application for Mem- 
bership Cards. We’ve been out of these 
for so long that the old detachments for- 
got we ever had ’em and the new ones 
never knew. Pretty soon now you’ll be 
able to invite your prospects to sign on 
the dotted line—in style! 

Who said lapel buttons? Yes, the sup- 
ply is again exhausted and National Sup- 
ply Officer Robertson is working nights (?) 
rushing out a new supply. The new mem- 
bers will be properly adorned as soon as 
Chappie completes his labors. 

Reports have been slow coming in on the 
results of the ‘‘All Marine Week.’’ We 
hope that the delay has been occasioned 
by the length of time taken to add up the 
figures. 

Speaking of reports, detachment ad- 
jutants will be furnished with a form with- 
in the next few days which will give them 
one more job. The real purpose of the re- 
ports, however, is to keep Headquarters 
in close touch with detachment affairs and 
to reduce, if not to eliminate, the com- 
plaints, impreeations and plain cussing-outs 
which are frequently hurled at our fast- 
graying heads. 

Although it is only the Ist of March 


SIGN UP WITH 
INGRAW’’S ror a 
COOL SHAVE 


CRUISE! 


Take on Ingram’sShaving Cream 
as a shipmate, sailor, and every 
cruise will be a cool shave cruise. 

We've recruited a million men 
by making good that one prom- 
ise. They’re all cool shavers now! 
So sign up. You'll re-enlist, the 
minute your first tube or jar of 
Ingram’s is gone. 

Ingram’s does a lot more than 
cool the shave. It takes the fight 
out of the wiriest bristle on ship- 
board or shore. And banishes all 
that sting and after shaving raw- 
ness that has made so many men 
razor-shy. 


You won’t need lotions when 
you try this cool shave! Heave 
them overboard and make room 
in your kit for Ingram’s. Your 
service store has both the tube 
and the jar. 
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110 Washington St., New York, N. Y. 
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Send For 
Leaflet 
“Banking 
By Mail” 
Allotments 
Accepted 
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YOU CAN SAVE 
FROM WHEREVER YOU ARE 


THE SEAMEN’S BANK FOR SAVINGS 
74 Wall St., New York 
Resources Over $135,000,000.00 


Interest 
Begins 
As Soon As 
Your 
Deposit 
Reaches Us 


now, it’ll be Easter by the time you blokes 
read this—so-o-o-0, here’s wishing all your 
eggs are brightly colored and that it 
doesn’t rain on your new Easter suit. 


JAMES E. OWENS 
DETACHMENT 


Denver, Col. 

Greetings, gyrenes, from the James E. 
Owens detachment of the Mile-high City, 
and Centennial State. Our detachment 
was organized August 29, 1933, by Capt. 
F. W. DeFries, UsS.M.C., retired, at the 
Albany Hotel, Denver, Col. The first meet- 
ing was attended by approximately 80 
MARINES, representing every walk of 
life, and campaigns, battles and wars, in 
service, since 1880. Comrade August Jen 
sen was the oldest, having served in the 
corps from 1880 to 1883. Next in line 
was comrade F. W. Simon, who partici 
pated in the Spanish War, and sundry ex 
peditions, up to and including the World 
War. A pleasant hour is enjoyed by all 
who come in contact with these comrades 
and listen to their relating of the out- 
standing events of their service. The ma- 
jority of our membership saw service dur 
ing the World War, with a sprinkling of 
those who served since, either in China, 
Nicaragua or later expeditions. Our young- 
est member is Comrade Rector. 

The followmg comrades served as our of 
ficers last year: W. H. Straeke, command 
ant; E. H. Allen, vice commandant; Karl 
Lee, adjutant and paymaster, and CG. L. 
Morris, sgt. at arms. Commandant Stracke 
recently retired after 30 years’ service in 
the Army and Marine Corps. The rest are 
World War veterans. To these officers, 
now retired from office, we extend our 
thanks for their faithful service during 
their tenure in office. A committee was 
appointed by Commd. Straeke to investi 
gate and find a deceased marine from Colo 
rado, after whom the detachment could be 
named, and it was finally decided to take 
the name of James E. Owens. The com 
mittee visited the parents of Comrade 
Owens and received their approval for the 


use of the name of their son for our de- 
tachment. Comrade Owens, enlisted from 
Denver, Col., his home town, in the corps, 
and was sent to Mare Island for his boat 
training, after which he was assigned to 
the 6th Regiment Marines, with whom he 
left Philadelphia aboard the Henderson for 
France. He served at Belleau Woods, and 
was killed in aetion in June, 1918, and 
was buried in France. 

Our officers for this year are W. G. Mon- 
eypenny, commandant; L. R. Huteheson, 
viee commandant; Byrne Bee, adjutant 
and paymaster, and L. A. Smale, sergeant 
at arms. There are about 300 Marines in, 
and around Denver, and our goal is 300 
active Marines by Armistice Day, 1934. 
Big feeds are in order now, and once a 
month, at our meeting, we enjoy every- 
thing that brings joy to a gyrene’s heart. 
Our other meeting is reserved for a speaker 
of note, and we will tell more of this later. 
A soft ball league, amongst veterans’ or- 
ganizations in Denver, is in process of for- 
mation, and the gyrenes will have a team 
in it, and, naturally, will bring home the 
bacon. Our detachment is growing and 
it is the earnest wish of the officers that 
every eligible Marine is signed up as soon 
as possible, as we will be satisfied only 
with a 100 per cent outfit. This detach- 
ment meets the second and fourth Monday 
of each month, at the Odd Fellows Hall, 
1751 Champa Street, Denver, Col., and a 
sincere invitation is extended to all Ma- 
rines to visit us and get acquainted. 

C. E. GAW, 
Chief of Staff. 
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team which will be able to offer serious 
competition to any nine in the smaller 
leagues in this vicinity. We still have a 
number of last year’s veterans with us, 
namely: Corporals Ewing and Stacy, Pri- 
vates First Class Martin, Rudolph, and 
MeClymonds; and several promising new- 
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comers have arrived sinee last season, who 
will undoubtedly shape up well to com- 
plete the squad. Ewing will probably take 
the mound for the first part of the season. 
Private Scott has quite a reputation as a 
tosser, and will have ample opportunity to 
show just what he can do. The other po- 
sitions will be apportioned according to 
ability and experience. It is our aim to 
make ours a baseball team. There will be 
no rank. The man for a position is the 
man who is best suited for that position, 
and that will be the basis of all selection 
and assignment. 

I suppose that what I am about to say 
will cause an avalanche of ‘‘langwidge,’’ 
but I can stand up under the barrage. 
Hold your hats, boys; here we go again: 

With the newly-acquired store-boughten 
clothes (dollar down and more later) show- 
ing off his splendid physique, handsome 
Red Kirrane has won the hearts of many 
of the fair young ladies in and about the 
city of Newport. And that’s no idle ru- 
mor; I heard it from no less a source than 
Red Kirrane. He also said the other night 
that it was great not to be a wallflower 
any longer, and now that he is stepping 
out amongst the elite of Newport, that his 
smoke will resemble nothing less than a 
sereen laid by a destroyer with all burn- 
ers damped. We’re a-watchin’ for that 
smoke, you great, big, lovely brute! 

Bean-pole Newcomer has broken off with 
his gal, and is seeking consolation from a 
little gal ’way down in Mis’sippi. And 
Martin is still ga-ga about the young lady 
at the Signet Company, and scuttlebutt 
has it that he will be ridin’ down to the 
altar—if he hasn’t done so already! To 
wax Winchellian, it seems that Humes and 
Lillian have pffft. She’s really a sa-well 
fellah and all that, but it seems that 
Hume is not so serious minded as he 
might be, and heneeforth will be back in 
circulation, on the trail of new game. Me- 
Clymonds is keeping company with a cute 
little girl here, and it is a well-known fact 
(haven’t I seen the ring?) that he intends 
to make it permanent right shortly—as 
soon as he gets paid off, in fact. 

FLASH: Mae’s boy friend is jealous no 
end! He doesn’t care for the idea of 
other Marines dancing with her. In fact, 
he has assiduously avoided all introduc. 
tions! The old meanie! MeCulley, erst- 
while pan-masseur extraordinary, has 
plunged for a bit of rolling stock, which, 
so far, is unregistered. ‘‘Romeo’’ Hall 
has just returned from a brief sojourn in 
Voginia. Corporal Kessler is now acting 
as nurse, warden and keeper of a tame 
Flatfoot who decided to sound his own 
liberty call. Corporal Stacey is now the 
hig noise hereabouts, having been elevated 
to the exalted position of poleece sahgeant ; 
and woe be unto the butt-on-deck-heavers! 

SCOOP: News has just arrived to the 
effect that one of our former shipmates, 
now at Charleston, has asked Sally—and 
she has said ‘*Uh-huh!’’ 

The detachment has been authorized to 
increase its strength from twenty-three to 
twenty-seven men. The additional four 
are due to report before the twenty-fifth 
of this month—and that will give us more 
to write about next month. And so, until 
then, adios. 


SAN FRANCISCO RECEIVING 
SHIP 


By Frank Kupec, Jr. 

And onee again, Ye faithful LeATHER- 
NECK readers, and readers of this particu- 
lar strip (if I may be so bold and use the 
plural) from beautiful Yerba Buena Island, 
commonly known as Goat Hill to old tim- 
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ers, comes your favorite humble correspon- 
dent with the latest snoop flashes of the 
month. 

Have you noticed that black eye that 
Corporal Stade has been sporting? We’ve 
listened to several good explanations re- 
garding that injured optic, Bennie, but the 
best one you relate is the story of being 
hit in the eye with a cue ball. 

We think the prize of the month goes to 
a southern lad, ‘‘Willie’’ B. Green by 
name. While doing squads ‘‘east and 
west’’ on the parade ground some weeks 
ago, the command ‘‘left turn’’ was given 
and ‘‘Willie’’ uneonsciously put out his 
hand and cried: ‘‘Go ahead, you got the 
right of way!’’ 

This is the month BE. C. Fox makes his 
farewell bow to this detachment and to 
the Marine Corps. Everett has to decide 
between good ol’ ‘*Semper Fi’’ and that 
eertain party in Bellingham, Wash., and 
it looks like the latter wins. 

Next in line is ‘‘Willie’’ Williams, who 
is getting out three months prior to his 
enlistment. He just got back from a ten- 
day leave and of course, all the gang here 
got their shovels ready, as they listened to 
what he DIDN’T do when he was away. 
No need of my telling you the shovels 
broke. 

Harold E. Fleckenstein, of the Kansas 
thoroughbreds, received proof of his phy- 
sical attractiveness just a few days ago. 
He received a letter from a strange girl 
living somewhere in the big city of San 
Francisco, which began with the usual 
**You will probably think I’m silly for 
writing, but—.’’ She explained that he 
was the best looking boy in the front rank 
—(the man responsible for this chatter 
lives in the rear rank) and that she would 
like to correspond with him. ‘‘Plecky’’ 
sez that in later letters she admits she is 
considered pretty and vivacious by other 
members of her Senior school class, ete., 
ete.— 

This concerns Heying and his girl 
friend (Your ole nooze hound was under 
the chesterfield all the time): 

She: ‘‘Tell me you love me.’’ 

Heying: ‘‘I love you.’’ 

She: ‘‘Say it as though you meant it.’’ 

Heying: ‘‘I love you.’’ 

She: ‘‘Say it with more feeling.’’ 

Heying: ‘‘Wotinthehell is this, a dra- 
matie rehearsal?’’ 

Vollmer, one of our new asst. turnkeys, 
goes around the parade ground with a 
Wearied of It All look on his pan. He 
found out a good recipe for good home 
brew, and he hasn’t any home. 

A little of some snappy repartee coming 
from Pliseo: ‘‘Is that guy a flat-foot? He 
ean wax a deck and never miss a spot.’’ 

Oswald was showing some friends of his 
around the barracks and paused in front 
of the clothing rack. ‘‘I have,’’ sez Ozzie, 
‘*x uniform for every day in the week.’’ 
**Let’s see them,’’ chorused the guests. 
‘*This is IT,’’ yodels Ozzie. 

Page is also asst. turnkey at Ye Brig. 
That gives him a little time to brush up 
on ‘*How to play a good game of bridge’’ 
(the Stade-Norfleet System). Wolcott is 
again chasing, while Roberts finds it a 
great sport calling up the local hospitals 
at 2 A. M. in the wee hours of the morn- 
ing. 

**Chubby’’ was in a tough predicament 
the other morning as he dashed into the 
sick bay, breathless. ‘‘Doctor, can’t you 
help me? My name is Lamb.’’ ‘‘Sorry, 
Marine, I simply can’t do anything about 
that,’’ retorted the Doce. 

Private Boss was playing bridge the 
other day. ‘*Now,’’ sez Boss to one of 
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the many bridge experts who hang around 
these heated contests, ‘‘if you were in the 
same circumstances, how would you have 
played that hand?’’ Wieland (icily): ‘‘Un- 
der an assumed name.’’ 

People who have fallen asleep inside of 
concrete mixers that were in motion are 
the kind of people who sleep soundest. And 
why does Trumpeter Sage have to snore, 
too??? 

‘“Honey Boy’’ Fee wants to know if fish 
prespire? Of course, Corporal, whatta ya 
think makes the sea so salty? Corporal 
Linville is preparing the rifle range for 
the big shoot. And did you hear? The 
**Sorrel’’ is absolutely tha-ru consuming 
the Aqua-Likka!!! Sergeants Burch and 
Jefferies are still with us, as are Corporals 
Callicott and Beheyt. The latter the new 
ol’ man of the mountain. 

Private First Class Herrod serapping 
with a Corporal (who has a tendency to 
tilt his head when he walks) over a ques- 
tion of women and to who has the most. 

What is happening to Vinson? He sez 
he don’t bother with women and claims 
he’s an anchorite! (My Gawd! I’ll bet 
he’s a NAVY man!) 

Palmerlee has three years and a butt to 
do and some weeks ago began raising a 
’stache. He certainly has plenty of time 
in which to raise one. 

Seriously, buoys and jerls, the day this 
publication comes out your most humble 
scribe will have a month and twenty-seven 
days to do. I am going out via the three 
month priority route and already am _ be- 
ginning to shed a tear as I think of the 
good ol’ times I had in this Corps. . 
My first liberty in uniform .. . those six 
days I spent feedin’ the fish when aboard 
that ‘‘can’’.... duty aboard three bat- 
tleships . . . those miserable general quar- 
ter drills in the middle of the night... 
when you’re dreamin’ about your bes’ girl 
and the Corporal of the Guard shakin’ and 
tippin’ over the hammock ... the 12 by 4 
watch .. . the southern cruise . . . things 
I didn’t know about life until I went to 
Panama . swimmin’ in nature’s own 
attire... at Honolulu... Fleet maneu- 
vers ... the two dance contests I copped 
first prize in off the sailors . .. Seattle 
and that certain nurse . . . Tacoma, and 
the etherized beer before repeal . .. my 
first column and cartoons in the ship’s 
papers . .. Hollywood . .. football with 
Ye Navy . .. San Diego, and the beau- 
tiful Marine Base . . . shore duty. That’s 
SOME of the things I did, and now—. 
Oh, well, there’s still two months to go 
and you never can tell. So, until this time 
next month, G’BYe. 
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Patrol?’’ Company clerks, and first ser- 
geants have to have a guard on the door 
to keep out the embryo heroes. Those who 
have come back from the trips don’t seem 
able to discourage the applicants. Sergeant 
Peep-Sight Foster for instance, has said 
that he is going home ‘‘To his Uncle 
Sam’s United States to keep from going 
up that — river again.’’ But Micky (Cor- 
poral to you) Connolly says that he had a 
swell time, and never tires of telling about 
the two Chinese armies on opposite sides 
of the river that gave the members of the 
guard a thrill, both shooting, at what was 
never determined, but the guard was in the 
middle of the fire; or about the good ship 
I’Fung and its valiant conquering of the 
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Hsin Tan Rapids where the water falls 
six feet in one-hundred-fifty feet, and you 
have to ‘‘giverthegun.’’ Of course, Bone 
Crusher Grua, awarded the ‘‘Champion 
Prevaricator medal (Personally I think it’s 
just plain liar) of the Yangtze River’’ 
who came back looking like a bushman 
from the wilds of Petrograd, has a spell- 
bound audience, whenever duty doesn’t call 
elsewhere, recounting his ‘‘encounters with 
the Chinese Bandits.’’ (The report of the 
Officer in charge of the guard shows ‘‘No 
ammunition expended.’’) Incidentally, this 
medal which was awarded to Grua, was 


taken from the whole personnel of the 
USS. Oahu. Once again the MARINES 
score! 
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Walker, yes, ‘‘Frank Walker,’’ was a 
fighter in the ring, 

But Bradshaw is a_ transfer, 

Oh death, where is thy sting? 
Krueger doesn’t live here any Moore; he 
was transferred to the 22nd along with 
that romping, rollicking, romantic young 
blade ‘*Rusty’’ Young, better known as 
the ‘*Swiss Hill Billy.’’ Sewell chews 
tobacco and Harshman plays left field, 
Sullivan was a tailor, Horgan was a sailor, 
Lewis painted Yake peddled 
chickens till times got tough. 
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problem of whether or not to let the child 
step off on her left foot. Congratulations, 
Corporal! 

Corporal Schult bears a striking resem- 
blanee to Adolph Hitler—mustache and all 
—but he swears that there is no family 
connection. 

The following are by way of being short 
timers: First Sergeant Frank Cotrufo, Ser- 
geant A. Wege, Sergeant H. Ranke, Ser- 
geant R. Wilkins, Sergeant F. Timoney, 
Corporal E. LaChanee, Corporal M. Faru- 
gia, Corporal H. Levins, and Corporal T. 
Pennington; and they finally decided to 
ship over to stay with Company B for an- 
other four years, with the exception of one 
man. 

There are rumors floating about the com- 
pany of a wedding coming up soon, but we 
shan’t give the bridegroom away. Good 
luck, T. P. 

This will be a new outfit soon if the 
present routine keeps up. Imagine an out- 
fit that within the past two months has a 
new C. O., many reenlistments, and several 
new recruits who have joined our ranks. 
We tender them a hearty welcome. 

We have been burning plenty of mid- 
night oil to get this ready for the April 
issue, so it’s time to sign off. 


BROWN FIELD 
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From word that comes from Haiti Cpl. 
Gaston D. Davis and Pvt. Pete Paquin, 
who were transferred from here the first 
of the year, both young pilots are making 
good there and are taking their regular 
turn with mail and in the gunnery exer- 
cises, 


Q. M. Sgt. ‘fPorky’’ Eddie Cantor Flynn 
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is back here in the Q. M. again. It seems 
like old times to have Porky back in the 
fold. He has his estate on the Alexandria 
Highway, ferrying back and forth in his 
flivver. Porky wields a mean hand at 
bridge during the noon hours in Headquar- 
ters Company barracks. 

Word comes from the West Coast that 
upon arrival there that John Carl Master 
Sergeant Turner was placed in the motor 
shop. It is believed that John Carl will 
soon be coming back again. 

‘‘State your position’’ was the word 
radioed by Lieutenant Plachta from the 
ground station here to a plane in the air. 

‘*Over the farm,’’ replied the pilot of 
the plane, evidently one of the back to the 
soil boys. 

‘‘What farm, there are several around 
here?’’ came the word back rather hot to 
the pilot of the plane. 

First Lt. J. H. Strother’s appearance 
here after many years in Guam and other 
places seems mighty good. Many will re- 
member Lieutenant Strothers as engineering 
officer here in 1925 and 26. Just as he was 
an engineering officer, Mr. Strother is a 
Quartermaster. He has cut down expenses 
here by actually acquainting himself with 
conditions as needed. 

Two energizers bought for cranking cold 
engines have been received and are in use 
by VF 9-M. The devices are great things 
but some of the crews are getting fat from 
the lack of the old grinding exercise. And 
there has been plenty of that the past 
month. 

When the spring thaw comes here, if it 
ever does, we are going to get the low- 
down and highups on things hereabouts 
and detail it to Tae Learnerneck, but 
what is really needed is some contributions 
in the box in the vestibule of headquarters. 


BRIEFING THE NEWS 
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that the Tomozuru had capsized off the 
Sasebo naval base in heavy weather. 

The ministry announced the ship had 
been found, after being missing since early 
morning, ‘‘badly damaged and drifting, 
many of her crew believed drowned."’ 

* * 
President to Review 

The President intends in April to cruise 
to Puerto Rico, where he will be reeeived 
by Maj. Gen. Blanton Winship, USA-Ret., 
Governor of the Island, to Panama, where 
he will greet the Fleet and inspect the 
troops; and to Hawaii, where he will exam- 
ine American land and sea defenses. The 
Services will cordially welcome your pres- 
ence, Mr. President. 

* 
Explosion on U.S.S. Nautilus 

An explosion in the engine room of the 
submarine Nautilus during a full-power run 
off the California coast near San Diego 
is reported to have injured seven men, four 
of them seriously. These severely injured 
are R. W. Bradshaw, seaman first class; 
M. A. Bowman, chief radio man; H. 8S. 
Young, machinist’s mate, and H. M. 
Springton, fireman first class. 

Fire at Fort Myer 

The riding hall at Fort Myer, Va., was 
destroyed by fire on February 28. De- 
struction was so complete that the rem- 
nants of the walls were torn down the fol- 
lowing day. A board of inquiry composed 


of Maj. George D. Shea, Maj. A. D. Surles 
and Capt. Claude A. Burch was appointed 
by Maj. George A. 
post commander. 


Patton, Jr., acting 
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Squadron Adopts New Insignia 

Navy Patrol Squadron 8-F which is now 
attached to the Fleet Air Base, Pearl Har- 
bor, Hawaii, has adopted a new squadron 
insignia. In announcing the change the 
Bureau of Aeronautics News Letter states: 
‘‘The insignia represents a flying eight 
ball and derives its significance from the 
pool game of eight ball. In this game one 
opponent endeavors to pocket balls one to 
seven before the other pockets numbers 
nine to fifteen, either player to pocket the 
eight-ball, as soon as he has pocketed his 
alloted group, to win the game. If either 
player should accidently pocket the eight- 
ball before he has completely pocketed his 
assigned group, the game is lost to him. 
The insignia, therefore, depicts the squad- 
ron as being the last to drop and as a sure 
eause for defeat if played with, just as is 
the eight-ball.’’ 

This squadron previously wore an_ in- 
signia of King Neptune sitting upon a 
rock in the sea, with a trident in one hand 
while his other hand shaded his eyes as 
he searched the horizon for a_ possible 
enemy. 


* 


President Praises Flyers 

A letter from President Roosevelt eom- 
mending the officers and enlisted men of 
VP Squadron 10-F who made the record 
breaking flight from San Francisco to 
Honolulu, January 10 and 11, has been 
sent to Lt. Comdr. Knefler McGinnis, USN, 
commander of the Squadron. 

The President’s letter follows: 

**My dear Lieutenant Commander 
McGinnis: 

‘*Tt has come to my attention that Patrol 
Squadron Ten F, under your command, re- 
cently completed « non-stop, non-refueling 
flight from San Francisco to Pearl Harbor, 
and thereby established a distance reeord 
for a formation seaplane flight. 

‘*As Commander in Chief of the Navy, 
I am greatly pleased with this performance 
of duty and desire to express my highest 
praise to each officer and enlisted man in 
the flight. 

‘*Sinecerely yours, 

‘<(Signed) FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT.’’ 


Commander McGinnis, now at the Fleet 
Air Base, Pearl Harbor, T. H., will be de- 
tached from that station April 1 for duty 
in the Bureau of Aeronautics, Navy De- 
partment, 

¥ > + * 
One Killed, 9 Hurt in Havana Strike 

Havana, Mareh 12.—One _strikebreaker 
was killed and nine wounded in a elash 
between strikers strikebreakers on 
the Ward Line docks today. 

It was the first serious incident on the 
waterfront since the dock workers’ strike 
began. Since Friday strikebreakers, pro- 
tected by soldiers, had been laboring as 
stevedores, 

Havana telephone service was restored to 
near normal as strikers continued returning 
to their posts but at Camaguey strikers 
paralyzed telephone facilities by cutting 
wires and destroying exchange machinery. 


THE DANCING GIRL OF 
CHATEAU BREAU 


(Continued from page 9) 


At regular intervals, saps ran out into 
no-man’s land for a short distance, end- 
ing in observation posts and machine 
gun emplacements. They went over 
the entire sector carefully, and Canavan 
personally picked two men for each sap 
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DOCTOR, FOR YEARS 
PIPE SMOKER, OFFERS ADVICE 


D° you want real contentment from tobacco? Does the voice of 

experience mean anything? Will you young men listen to what 
a 75-year-old pipe smoker says about smoking? Well, then, read this 
letter from a California doctor: 


1212 West Ist St., 
San Pedro, Calif. 
Memorial Day, 1933 
Messrs. Larus & Bro. Co., 
Richmond, Virginia 


Gentlemen: 

Some years ago you very kindly sent me a free package of 
“Edgeworth.” 

It was a revelation to me, as I didn’t know that such a splendid 
tobacco (or shall I say, blending of tobacco) could be produced. 

I am nearly 75 years of age and have smoked for over 50 of 
them—mostly a pipe, as I have no desire for cigarettes. But like 
all Britishers, I want the best tobacco—commensurate with my 
purse!!—that I can buy. Your product so charmed me the first 
time I tried it, that I was almost afraid to buy a package, in case 
it was not equal to the “sample.” Well, when I say that I have 
stuck to Edgeworth for nearly ten years, I think that is sufficient 
answer to the above. 

I feel afraid sometimes to speak too highly of your product—in case 
men may think it is simply “ballyhoo,” so I say “Just TRY it.” 

Wishing you all success and thanking you for your courtesy in 
sending such a liberal sample, I am 


Yours gratefully, 
Dr. C. B. Cahusac 


Notice that Dr. Cahusac is afraid of “ballyhoo’”—by which we suppose he means high 
pressure selling methods. True to the traditions of his profession, he is conservative. 
He does not believe in making extravagant 
claims. Neither do the makers of Edgeworth 
Smoking ‘Tobacco. 


Notice that Dr. Cahusac’s advice about 
Edgeworth is “Just TRY it.” 


So, the next time you buy tobacco, just 
say “Edgeworth” to the dealer, There is a 
15¢ pocket package and many other sizes up 
to the pound humidor tin. Some sizes are 
put up in vacuum tins. In these air-tight 
tins the flavor remains the same regardless of 
weather or climate. 


Next Wednesday evening you are invited 
to listen in on the doings of a gathering of 
happy country folks down at the Old Cross Roads Hall in Virginia. ‘This is the radio 
program produced by the makers of Edgeworth for its friends everywhere. Time, ten 
o'clock Eastern time. WEAF Coast to Coast network of the National Broadcasting 
Company. 


Edgeworth is made and guaranteed by Larus & Brother Co., Tobacconists since 1877, 
Richmond, Virginia. 


EDGEWORTH 


MADE FROM THE MILDEST PIPE TOBACCO THAT GROWS 
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Why Take a Chance? 
Pasteurized Milk Is Safe Milk! 


Delivery in Quantico, Virginia 
by 
_FARMERS CREAMERY CO., INC. Fredericksburg, Va. 


FLORISTS FOR 


HEADQUARTERS, MARINE CORPS le Flower Shop 


1364 CONNECTICUT AVENUE 
TELEPHONES WASHINGTON, D. Cc. 
DECATUR 0070 AND OO7! 


and cautioned them not to show themselves 


SUTHERLAND to the enemy, but to be ever on the alert 


and report any signs of unusual activities 


MOTOR CoO. in the German lines or at the chateau. 


After that they went to the commanding 

TRIANGLE 3 VIRGINIA officer’s dugout in the rear of the trenches, 
(Your Authorized where they found a French colonel and the 
Chevrolet Dealer) eaptain who had acted as their guide. 


. . Colonel Barbot, tall, slender, and mili- 
trictly to Officers and , ’ 2 
Casing 5 yA tary, rose and acknowledged their salutes. 


Men of the Service . He offered them two folding chairs near 
When transferred to or near Quantico, the field table that served as his desk. 
you will want a car, or up-to-date *‘You have inspected the sector, Ma 
service. Give us a trial. jor?’’ he asked in faultless English. 
EDDIE SUTHERLAND ** Ves, Colonel, we have just finished our 
Manager inspection and came to report to you and 


ask if you can give us some more informa- 

tion in addition to the story your captain 
told us.’’ 

**Very little, my friends. You have seen 

HOTEL DESOTO the sector, you have seen the remnants of 

the eastle and the mural painting, and to- 


SAVANNAH, GA. night you shall see the Dancing Girl of 


Chateau Breau.’’ He smiled almost sar- 


300 ROOMS EUROPEAN eastically, it seemed to Homan. 
‘ Canavan must have received the same 
Rates Without Bath $1.50 and Up impression, for a deep furrow crossed his 
With Bath $2.50 and Up forehead, and a strange light shone in his 
eyes as he almost shouted: 
Cordial Welcome to U. S. Marines ‘*Colonel, surely YOU don’t believe this 
trash?’’ 


Colonel Barbot looked amazed. 

**Tt is not a question of beilef, Major,’’ 
he replied, ‘‘but of facts. There is a 
vision, a dancing girl, because I have seen 
her with my own eyes. The vision has 
lured men from the trenches, and the men 
have invariably disappeared. Sometimes we 


IDERERS © | pag ety) have heard a terrible shriek of horror or 
agony, the last sign of life of the poor 
unfortunate who had left the trenches 

Cleanin against strict orders. And on reconnoiter- 
Modern "4 pa ing the following day, in broad daylight, 
ae we failed to find any traces of them. 
Branch Office Does it not seem strange?’’ 
Canavan swallowed hard. ‘‘Strange?’’ 
339 Potomac Ave., Quantico, Va. he said. ‘‘Strange? The only thing strange 


that I see about it is that you waited 
until broad daylight before you recon 
noitered. What was the reason for that?’’ 
**My dear Major,’’ beamed the colonel, 
‘who would go out in the dark to snatch 
* a corpse from so crafty and dangerous a 
Buy from Your ghost??? | 
squarely in front o ench colonel, 
+ Post Exchange Se pointing his finger into his face: ‘‘ Look 
here, Colonel,’’ he shouted, ‘‘IT am here on 
a military mission and resent vour attempt 
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to tease me. I am in command of this 
sector and have asked you for some im- 
portant military information. If you care 
to give it, do so at once, or tell me you 
refuse to part with it. But do not pick an 
American Marine for a fool.’’ 

The colonel rose to his full length, looked 
Canavan squarely in the eye, and smiled: 

‘‘T am not trying to tease you, Major. 
I was merely taking your measure. Sit 
down, and I will tell you.’’ 

Canavan resumed his seat. Large beads 
of perspiration gleamed on his forehead. 
‘*For the love o’ Mike, Hank,’’ he whis 
pered, ‘‘slip me a chew.’’ 

While Homan handed the plug to Cana- 
van, Colonel Barbot watched them both 
with a pleased smile and, upon a wink of 
his, an orderly appeared with glasses and 
a bottle. 

They drank in silence. 

**Now,’’ resumed the Colonel, ‘‘if I had 
a few men of your calibre in my sector, I 
would not have been forced to call for 
outside help. You have been informed that 
the men under my command have all suf- 
fered some great nervous strain and there 
are none who can be counted on in an 
emergency. When this vision appeared at 
first, I tried to send patrols out there to 
see what was going on, but the men would 
rather die than go out to that place. Dis- 
ciplinary measures were of no avail. Only 
here and there, a man would sneak out 
alone, against strictest orders. He would 
never return. Finally I asked for help 
from General Headquarters, and was ad- 
vised that they could spare no troops for 
this sector. All they wanted me to do was 
to sit tight. They needed every available 
man in the south for a big drive. Then I 
asked for Americans, if there were no 
French or English troops that could be 
spared. ‘They’re not ready to fight yet,’ 
said our Field Marshal at last, ‘but you 
might see General Pershing anyway,’ laugh- 
ing at me, for he knew that your great 
general would not let any of his divisions 
come into the lines, unless under their own 
flag. I went to see General Pershing and 
told him my troubles. He is a great man, 
Major, and a brave soldier. He listened 
to me attentively, and then he smiled: 
‘Colonel,’ he said, ‘you don’t want a divi- 
sion of troops. All you need is a handful 
of Marines, and I’ll see that you get 
them.’ Then he issued the order for your 
detail.’’ 

*‘*Well, I’ll be hanged,’’ grunted Cana- 
van, 

here you are,’’ smiled Colonel 
Barbot. ‘*‘The French are superstitious. 
Major,’’ he continued after a pause, ‘‘and 
the Germans have succeeded in using this 
against them in my sector. How they 
stumbled onto the idea, and how they are 
working it, is a puzzle to me. But evi- 
dently they are getting valuable informa 
tion. They are getting one or two men 
almost every night, and when you con- 
sider that most of these men come from 
hospital zones in the rear of the lines, and 
from active sectors, you may know that 
they ean give information to the enemy 
which may be of importance.’’ 

Canavan thought a while. 

‘*The thing to do, evidently,’’ he said. 
‘‘is to try to get the whole troupe that 
is putting on the show. We could shoot 
them out, but that would do no good. 
They might have some information, just as 
valuable to us as yours was to them. We 
must get them alive.’’ 


*‘*Well said,’’ agreed the colonel, ‘‘ but 


how?’? 
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Men, here’s a shirt that is tailored 
with all the fit and 
a custom-made garment. 
drapes in perfectly at the waist, con- 
forms to the shoulders, and tapers 
with the arms. And, Mitoga keeps its 
perfect fit because it is Sanforized- 


smartness of 
Mitoga 


$2 and up 


‘*Leave that to the Marines,’’ mumbled 
Canavan, as he pulled his chair to the table 
and studied the map of the sector which 
was tacked on top of it. 

For a long time, he pored over it, ask- 
ing occasional questions of the Colonel and 
measuring various distances. 

Finally he seemed to be satisfied. 

‘*What time does the curtain rise, Colo- 
nel?’? he asked. 

**About midnight,’’ was the reply. 

**One more question, Colonel; have you 
any artillery?’’ 

‘*Only one battery of 75’s.’’ 

**Will they shoot at a ghost?’’ 

‘They will. They are about half a mile 
in the rear, and I ean have them ready 
any time you say.’’ 

Canavan thought a while. 

**Please have them ready at midnight,’’ 
he said at length. ‘‘Let them sight in 
directly in back of the castle ruin and 
watch for a red and yellow flare, then let 
them give us everything they have.’’ 

**Ts that all?’’ asked the colonel. 

** Yes, Sir. And after the fireworks start, 
we will bring you the Dancing Girl of 
Chateau Breau and the whole supporting 
east.?? 

The American officers saluted and _ re- 
turned to the front lines. 

During the hours before dark, Canavan 
walked up and down the entire sector, 
taking occasional glimpses over the parapet 
and making ecaleulations on his pocket map. 

Finally he had his plans shaped and 
ealled for Lieutenant Homan and_ Ser- 
geant Smith. Smith, an old timer, had lost 
out on a commission, but he was right 
there when it came to a serap. 


**Khaki,’’ said Canavan, addressing 


Smith by his old nickname, ‘‘you love a 
scrap better than eating, and I am going 
to give you first chance at this one.’’ 

Smith looked his commanding officer over 
slowly from top to bottom, and drawled, 
unimpressed by Canavan’s officers’ insig- 
nia: ‘*What’s the matter? Since when are 
you giving anything away? I never knew 
you to dodge a good scrap yet; are you 
getting old or trying to kid me?’’ 

Canavan laughed. ‘‘No, Smith, I am not 
trying to kid you; I an figuring on getting 
them from the rear and need a good scrap- 
per in front, see?’’ 

‘<Yeah,’’ sneered Smith, ‘‘clear as mud. 
Where is the nigger in the woodpile? Never 
mind being so terribly generous. Just say 
what you want me to do, and I’ll do it.’’ 

right,’’ Canavan returned, ‘‘that’s 
the way I like to hear you talk. Here is 
the idea: The Heinies are scheduled to 
start their show at midnight. Hank is 
going to leave this sector by the southern 
sap and work his way around to the rear 
of the castle from that side. I am going 
to take a few men and work my way 
around from the north. There is a narrow 
footpath leading from the German lines to 
the castle, and over this path the actors 
approach the stage. Now, Hank and I are 
going to let them come up stage and start 
their show. You are going to play the 
audience and approach the scene from the 
front. As soon as you see the lady fling 
her legs, you leave the trench and approach 
the stage. There is something phoney be- 
tween this sector and the terrace where 
she dances, and you must take care that 
you don’t fall into a trap. They say that 
the Frogs who flunked gave one terrible 
yell and disappeared forever.’’ 


*<T see,’’ snarled Smith, ‘‘You want me 
to disappear, eh?’’ 

**Gosh, no,’’ cried Canavan, 
what the poor Frogs did.’’ 

‘Well, you surely don’t expect me to 
ery, do you?’’ 

**Yes, you little pot-bellied shrimp, ery. 
Where the devil do you think we are, in 
a baby nursery or a Frog outfit?’’ Cana- 
van’s right shot out and grabbed Smith 
by the collar, shaking him, as he continned: 
‘‘Tf I heard you ery, I’d let the Heinies 
eat you alive and thank them for it. I 
want you to raise a howl when you see 
that trap. The moment you blunder into 
something that don’t look good to you, 
holler like the dickens and give us an idea 
where you are. Then we’ll close up from 
the rear and rush the Heinies off their fect 
and drag them into our trenches.’’ 

‘‘Why do you want to drag them in?’’ 
asked Smith, ‘‘are you afraid our gats 
won’t kill a ghost?’’ 

‘*Khaki, I knew you were a fool, but I 
never thought you were as thick as all that. 
There’ll be no shooting tonight. We got to 
get those Heinies alive and we must get 
the whole push into our trenches before 
the rest of the Hindenburg gang finds out 
what’s happened out front. There’ll be no 
ammunition given out tonight. If your 
man objects to come along, tap him on the 
head with a rifle butt or a forty-five, and 
drag him along. Don’t let a single Heinie 
get away.’’ 

**T got you,’’ acknowledged Smith some- 
what sourly, ‘‘and what if you don’t hear 
me yell?’’ 

**You’ll have twenty leathernecks at your 
heels who will help you at the start, and 
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if we don’t get to you in time, why, I 
guess we’l! meet you when you’re string- 
ing your harp.’’ 

**And I’ll play Semper Fidelis for you 
when I see you coming by with your wheel- 
barrow full of coal, hear?’’ 

About an hour after dark, Lieutenant 
Homan left the southern end of the sector 
with his twenty men, all old timers, Cana- 
van was leaving the northern end with 
another twenty men at the same time. 

Khaki Smith was at his post, waiting for 
his cue. 

The rest of the Marines had been posted 
in the trenches and at the machine gun 
embankments, ready to go into action at 
a moment’s notice. 

The men crawling out into no-man’s land 
had no ammunition, Their game was to 
overcome the Germans at the eastle and 
bring them in alive. It was doubtful if 
the Germans would be armed, as they had 
never yet experienced any assault in their 
nightly exhibitions. 

The progress of the Marines to their 
objective was slow. The night was exceed- 
ingly dark, and they had to be on the 
lookout for occasional star shells which the 
Germans were shooting up perfunctorily 
and which were answered at measured in- 
tervals by the French, just as they had 
done for weeks past. Toward the south 
could be heard the heavy guns in the ae- 
tive sectors, where the French Army was 
just then trying to stem a heavy German 
offensive and in turn were preparing for 
® eounter drive. Also in the north there 
was a fairly heavy fire from the British 
guns. This sector was quiet. 

At last Homan had reached the foot of 
the stone terrace at the southern side of 
the ruins and moved earefully around it to 
the rear, eautioning his men to extreme 
silence. He crawled along slowly, pulling 
himself forward inch by ineh with his 
hands, when suddenly he felt, instead of the 
rough and irregular ground over which he 
had come so far, a smooth and hard sur- 
face, which he knew was the path used by 
the Germans to bring up their material. 
He whispered to his men to stay where 
they were, one in back of the other, form 
ing a section of a cirele in the rear of 
the terrace. 

They had been lying there for about 
ten or fifteen minutes, when Homan heard 
a slight noise directly opposite him. Cana- 
van had struck the path and was whisper- 
ing to his detail, so that his men would 
remain strung out in similar fashion as 
Homan’s. The Lieutenant threw a pebble 
to Canavan to let him know that he was 
at his post. Canavan crawled over at once. 

‘*Everything Okay, Hank?’’ he asked; 
‘*did you put out a listening post?’’ 

Homan told him everything had been at- 
tended to, and that Baker, one of his best 
sergeants, was down the road toward the 
German position. He was listening through 
a microphone connected with the ground, 
by which he could tell when the Germans 
were leaving their trenches. He was then 
to give Homan a signal by pulling a string 
attached to Homan’s hand. Two. short 
pulls meant: ‘‘Attention, they are com- 
ing,’’ and after that he was to give the 
approximate strength of the enemy by pull- 
ing the string once for every man who 
passed his post. 

They waited quietly, chewing some of 
Canavan’s tobacco and carrying on a con- 
versation in whispers. Suddenly the string 
in Homan’s hand was pulled twiee. He told 
Canavan and the latter secampered across 
the path to warn his men. 

Then the string moved in little jerks 
until Homan had counted thirty. By that 
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time he heard some buttural sounds along 
the path, accompanied by heavy footsteps. 
He detached the string from his finger and 
peered down the road. The heavy scraping 
of hobnailed boots over the path came 
nearer and nearer, and then Homan could 
make out the silhouettes of the first figures 
as they passed his point of observation. 
There were a number of men with boxes 
and bundles and then followed about 
twenty men in single file, all talking and 
laughing good-naturedly. 

Finally the last one had passed. Homan 
had not noticed arms on any of them. If 
they were armed at all, they had nothing 
but pistols. Canavan came across the path 
again, and while they were discussing the 
situation, one of their men exclaimed: 

‘*Hot dog, look at that.’’ 

They looked forward to the castle. There 
upon the terrace which formed a natural 
stage, was the figure of a dancing giri, 
standing erect, her arms stretched out as 
in supplication, her head tilted back, with 
eyes apparently looking to the stars. A 
strange, supernatural, ghostly glow ema- 
nated from her. For a moment she stood 
motionless, her luminous figure plainly out- 
lined against the black sky. Then she be- 
gan to move her arms and waft her silvery 
veils about her, while she was stepping in 
a savage rhythm back and forth across the 
terrace. Shaking her head and making the 
long fiery hair flare out like a torch, she 
presented a spectacle almost awe-inspiring. 
For a moment, Homan was_ speechless. 
Never before had he seen anything like 
this. Even Canavan seemed overcome for 
a while, then he gasped near his lieuten- 
ant: 

‘Hey, Hank, what do you know about 
that? I’ll be hanged. If I hadn’t seen the 
confounded squareheads go “by myself, I 
might have thought this was a vision sure 
enough. Somehow I can’t blame the poor 
Frogs so much for taking this thing for 
a ghost.’’ 

‘Tt is a mighty good act,’’ Homan an- 
swered; ‘‘they would have no trouble te 
get on big time in the States, but we 
better keep quiet and listen. Khaki must 
be on his way by now.’’ 

**Righto,’’ whispered Canavan, and kept 
quiet. 

For a while they were watching the 
dance and listening for any noise in front. 
Suddenly the dancing girl stopped short 
and rushed toward the ruins of the castle, 
while a number of black figures seemed to 
be leaping across the terrace and a few 
low commands in German could be heard. 

Clear above all the rustle in front of 
them, the Americans could hear Khaki 
Smith’s voice boom up: 

‘*Here, you fools, get those cock-eved 
skeletons and hang on to them, and the 
rest of you guys come forward and let’s 
get what’s there. Leave the fiery dame to 
me, she’s just my meat, and she might 
burn you poor boobs.’’ 

**Let’s go,’’ yelled Canavan, and with 
a rush his men leaped forward. 

They stumbled along for a few steps, 
when something struck Homan in the 
breast, knocking the breath out of him. 
At almost the same instant, the night was 
turned into daylight. The Germans, back 
in their trenches, had figured out that there 
was something wrong with their one-ring 
cireus, and sent up several dozen star shells 
at one time. In the white glare of the 
lights, Homan saw a German Captain econ- 
fronting him, aiming a big pistol straight 
at his forehead. 

‘*No you don’t,’’ shouted Canavan be- 
fore Homan realized what was happening, 
and with one hand he twisted the German’s 
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pistol up, while his right fist knocked him 
neatly on the chin. The big German went 
down for the count. But, going down, he 
had tightened his trigger finger and shot 
off his pistol. 

‘*Hell’s broke loose in Georgia now,’’ 
shouted Canavan. 

German machine guns began to sweep the 
district, giving the Americans everything 
they had and earing not whether they 
hit their own men or not. Some of the 
Americans were flopping down on _ the 
ground so as net to present so large a 
target. 

‘*Get up,’’ yelled Canavan, ‘‘grab a 
Heinie each and beat it with them. Once 
you get off this terrace, the rifle and ma- 
chine gun bullets can’t reach you any 
more.’? 

They made a last desperate rush at the 
Germans. Fists met chins and pistol butts 
raised hig lumbs on German heads. The 
Kaiser’s own were swiftly rushed off their 
feet and pushed or pulled along by men 
who would rather fight than eat. 

Shortly Canavan’s voice rang out again 
above the noise of the fight and the whin- 
ing of the machine gun bullets: ‘‘ Hey, 
Hank, what’s become of Baker?’’ 

Baker was the sergeant of Homan’s 
platoon who had gone near the German 
line and given the signals with the string. 
The Lieutenant remembered now that he 
had not seen Baker sinee. The blood ran 
cold in his veins, for Baker was the man 
who carried the very pistol with which to 
fire the signal flares for the French artil- 
lery barrage. 

‘*T don’t believe he’s come up,’’ said 
Homan, 

**Gosh,’’ yelled Canavan, ‘‘let’s get 
him.’’ 

They turned and faced the German 
trenches. A star shell had just opened up 
directly above them and they were obliged 
to flop and erawl. Bullets whined over- 
head, and German artillery was searching 
the district with shrapnel. After about 
five minutes they reached Baker. He was 
lying in a pool of blood. 

‘*What happened, Baker,’’ asked Homan. 

‘‘Hun patrol got me with his trench 
knife.’’ he moaned. ‘‘I got him with my 
pistol butt,—was afraid he might give the 
alarm. He got me under the shoulder 
blade. If you fellows give me a hand, I 
think I can make it—am getting pretty 
weak to go it alone, tho.’’ 

Homan looked around, and sure enough, 
there was the German patrol knocked out 
cold. 

‘*Get the pistol and the flares,’’ whis- 
pered Canavan. Homan took the pistol 
from Baker’s holster and secured the two 
shells out of his shirt pocket. As he pre- 
pared to fire, Canavan whispered again: 
**T’l] take Baker, and you drag along that 
Hun when you come in, Hank.’’ 

Homan fired the flares and, grabbing the 
German patrol by his collarband, followed 
Canavan with his burden. Presently the 
German came out of his trance and 
scrambled to his feet. ‘Stick ’em up,’’ 
motioned Homan to him, pushing the empty 
Very pistol in his ribs. 

‘*Kamerad,’’ gasped his prisoner and 
denoted his willingness to obey the Ameri- 
can’s orders. 

The tumult and noise from the German 
trenches in their rear was increasing in 
an alarming way, and they pushed on as 
fast as they could. 

‘*Let this Heinie carry Baker, Cana- 
van,’’ pleaded Homan with the Major. 

‘*Nothing doing, Hank,’’ gasped Cana- 
van, ‘‘there is no Squarehead good enough 
to carry a leatherneck with me around.’’ 
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And after a few steps, he added: ‘‘I only 
wish those Frogs would wake up with their 
seventy-fives and keep the Heinies in check 
for a few moments longer.’’ 

At that moment, the sky in front of 
them burst out in red flame clear across 
the entire sector. ‘‘Here they come,’’ 
yelled Homan, as the first volley of the 
French shells came across and met the 
German onrush about one hundred yards 
to the rear of the Americans. 

When they entered the front line 
trenches, they noticed that the French 
troops were already returning to the sec- 
tor, so they kept right on to the dugout 
of Colonel Barbot. leaving Baker at a first 
aid station in a communication trench. 

The entire German troop was lined up 
against the wall outside the Colonel’s dug- 
out. The dancer turned out to be a ser- 
geant of the German army, who formerly 
had been on the stage. His long flowing 
wig and luminous veils had been dipped 
into some chemical preparation, similar to 
radium paint on luminous watch dials. The 
Americans had gotten the whole outfit, 
boxes, cans and everything. The funniest 
spectacle was presented by Khaki Smith. 
He had before him ten stockily built Ger- 
mans in black tights, with luminous skele- 
tons painted across their fronts. These 
were the fellows in the trap. They had 
been placed in a shell hole in front of the 
terrace, and were lying with their faces 
down, so as not to show their luminous 
fronts until their unsuspecting victim ar- 
rived in their midst and was trying to 
climb out on to the stage. Then they 
would turn and face their victim and secure 
him almost to death. Naturally, he would 
shriek before he was knocked out by them 
and dragged to the German trenches. It 
had been one of the best schemes to get 
prisoners who were generally better in- 
formed about the conditions far behind the 
lines, and the Germans had made the 
best of it. 

**Ah, my dear Major,’’ beamed the 
Colonel, ‘‘you have done splendidly. I knew 
you were a brave man. I shall reeommend 
you for the Legion Cross with Palms. 
Congratulations. ’’ 

‘*Never mind that faney stuff, Colonel,’’ 
smiled Canavan. ‘‘That’s all in a day’s 
work with us, and it wouldn’t do for me to 
sport any French jewelry before we ever 
entered the trenches officially. The story 
of the dancing girl has gone far enough. 
Let’s forget about it now. You have your 
prisoners, and we’ve had a good serap, so 
we are even all around.’’ 

‘*But what can I do to show my appre- 
ciation?’’ persisted the Colonel. 

**Send my boys back as soon as you ean 
get them off, Colonel, and get me an ambu- 
lance so I ean take my sergeant back to 
Paris to one of our hospitals.’’ 

Canavan and Homan returned with Baker 
in a French ambulance. On the evening of 
the next day, they attended a show in a Y 
hut in one of the American concentration 
camps near Paris. There were a few bouts 
to get the crowd warmed up, then the little 
stage was thrown in complete darkness. 

An expectant hush fell over the audi- 
ence as there appeared from the wings the 
figure of a girl with long luminous hair 
and flowing silvery veils. On each side of 
her appeared a skeleton, grotesquely ac- 
ecompanying her hula hula dance. 

When the lights were turned on, Cana- 
van loked at his program for this number. 
There it was: The Dancing Girl of Cha- 
teau Breau, by Khaki Smith et al. 

Canavan laughed: ‘‘Leave it to a foxy 
leatherneck to make the best of a funny 
situation,’’ he said. 
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When Your Buddy...Is Transferred! 


It’s almost a tradition . . . just when you have found a FRIEND that you really like . .. 
a buddy that you can trust . . . along comes an order .. . and your buddy. . . is TRANSFERRED! 

They all promise to write... few, if any .. . ever do... it is not that they have forgotten 
you ... on the contrary they would like to hear from you . . . New Duties, New Faces, New 
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Total Strength Marine Corps on January 31 
COMMISSIONED AND WARRANT—January 


Separations during February 


ENLISTED—Total strength January 31.. 


Joinings during February 


Total 


Total strength Marine Corps February 


1,170 
2 


14,970 
16,138 


THE VU. S. MARINE CORPS COMMISSIONED 
Major General John H. Russell, Acting Ma- 
jor General Commandant. 
Brigadier General Rufus H. The Ad- 
jutant and Inspector. 
Brigadier General Hugh Matthews, The Quar- 
termaster. 
Brigadier General George Richards, The Pay- 


Officers last in the grades in- 
Col. W. N. Hill. 


Lane, 


commissioned 


Lt. Col. E. A. Ostermann. 
Maj. Fred G. Patchnen. 
Capt. Julian N. Frisbie. 


Ist Lt. Jaime Sabater. 

Officers last to make numbers in the grades 
indicated: 

Col. Benjamin S. Berry. 

Lt. Col. John Dixon. 

Maj. Louis R. Jones. 

Capt. James B. Harche. 

Ist Lt. Frank G. Dailey. 


MARINE CORPS CHANGES 
FEBRUARY 7, 1934. 


Lt. Col. Maurice E. Shearer, detached MB, 
NYd, Cavite, P. 1., to Dept. of the Pacific. 
Ist Lt. William M. O’Brien, about February 


20, 1934, detached MB, Pensacola, Fla., 
to MD, USS. Argonne. 

2nd Lt. Forest C. Thompson, 
by CG, Dept. of the Pacific, detached MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif., te MD, USS. Housotn. 

Mar. Gnr. Johnnie C. Vaughn orders modi- 
fied on arrival Norfolk, Va., ordered to duty 
MB, Parris Island, S. C. 


NAS, 


when directed 


FEBRUARY 8, 1934. 
Ist Lt. Louis E. Marie, on February 15, 
1934, detached MB, Quantico, Va., to MCB, 


NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

Ist Lt. Con D. Silard, about March 15, 1934, 
detached MD, USS. Argonne to MCB, NOB, San 
Diego, Calif. 


Ist Lt. Chester B. Graham, about March 15, 
1934, detac.ed MD, USS. Northampton to 
Dept. of the Pacific. 

FEBRUARY 12, 1934. 


Capt. Ralph C. Alburger, relieved from tem- 
porary duty with the Civilian Conservation 
Corps and ordered to duty at MB, NYd, Phila., 
Pa. 

Capt. Joseph T. Smith, about March 20, 1934, 
MD, USS. West Virginia to Dept. of the Pacific. 

Capt. Frederick C. Biebush, about March 15, 
1934, detached MD, USS. Salt Lake City to MD. 
USS. West Virginia. 

Ist Lt. George J. O'Shea, 
detached MB, Quantico, Va., to 
NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

2nd Lt. Harvey C. Tschirgi, detached MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif., to MD, USS. Tennes- 
see, to report not later than March 15, 1934. 

2nd Lt. Wallace M. Greene, about March 15, 
1934, detached MD, USS. Tennessee to MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

FEBRUARY 13, 1934. 


on February 15, 
MCB, 


Capt. Prentice S. Geer, on February 28, 1934, 
detached MB, NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to MD, 
Maryland. 

Capt. Shaler Ladd, about March 15, 1934, de- 
tached MD, USS. Maryland to Dept. of the Pa- 
cific. 

Capt. Julian WN. Frisbie, about March 15, 
1934, detached MD, USS. Lowisrille to MD. 
USS. Colorado. 

Ist Lt. Earl S. Davis, about March 2, 1934, 
detached MB, NYd. Charleston, S. C., to MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

2nd Lt. Raymond F. Crist, Jr., detached 


(Continued on page 62) 


MARINE CORPS ENLISTED 
Sgt. Charles S. Chambers—Parris Island to 


Quantico. 
Sgt. Albert Scudder—Quantico to Parris 
Island. 


FEBRUARY 3, 1934. 
Cpl. Charles F. Ackerman—San Diego to USS. 


Tennessee. 
Sgt. John E. Noel—St. Julien’s Creek to Ca- 
vite. 


FEBRUARY 5, 1934. 

Cpl. Herman A. Brittman—Newport to New 
York. 

Gy.-Sgt. Joseph W. 
Guantanamo Bay. 

Set. Charles E. 
Annapolis. 
FEBRUARY 6, 

Cpl. Stanley L. 


Logue—West Coast to 
Gardner—Washington to 


1934. 
Harney—Quantico to Par- 


ris Island. 
Set. Arthur W. Kessler—Quantico to Head- 
quarters, Washington. 


1934. 


PEBRUARY 7, 
E. Jackson—Norfolk to New 


Cpl. Layne G. 
York. 
Cpl. Stephen J. Toranich—Haiti to Quantico. 


MARINE CORPS 
INSIGNIA 


and 


BUTTONS 


adapted for long wear. MEYER 
METAL is the same color as 18K. 
gold with no gold plating. It im- 
proves with age, and can be easily 


cleaned with a solution of soap- 
suds and household ammonia. 


At your Post Exchange or Dealer 


N. S. MEYER, INC. 
NEW YORK 


Gy.-Sgt. Philip T. Odien—Quantico to Wash- 
ington. 
FEBRUARY 8, 1934. 
Sup.-Sgt. Sinclair B. Hisson—Quantico to 
Taiti. 


a Paul Long—Norfolk to Portsmouth, Va. 

Sgt. Clifford Norling—Pensacola to Ports- 
mouth, N. H. 

Set. James H. Clemmer—Quantico to Parris 


Island. 
FEBRUARY 9, 1934. 
Cpl. Francis J. Lotwis—Quantico to New 
York 
(Continued on page 62) 


RECENT REENLISTMENTS 


HICKEY, Audley R., 2-3-34, Norfolk, Va. 
WALKER, Wallace O., 2-3-34, Quantico, Va. 


GROSSMAN, Ben, 1-29- 34, San Diego, Calif. 

BECKLEY, Earl R., 2-3-34, Newport, R. I. 

COOLEY, Herbert S., 1-29-34, San Diego, 
Calif. 

DISTEEL, George M., 1-29-34, Bremerton, 


Wash. 
KORONGY, William, 1-29-34, Philadelphia, Pa. 
ABERNETHY, Paul G., 2-4-34, Quantico, Va. 
CLEMMER, James H., 2-4-34, Quantico, Va. 
COLE, Frank S., 2-4-34, Indian Head, Md. 
EVANS, Joseph R., 1-18-34, Washington, D. OC. 
RITTER, Harry W., 2-6-34, Washington, D. ©, 
LEATHERMAN, Roger B., 2-2-34, Great Lakes, 


Georlge T., 2-6-34, Quantico, 


O'BRIEN, 
2-8-34, Philsdeiphie, 


ZEM BOW ER, Melvin A. 


Pa. 
HOGAN, Michael J., 2-3-34, San Diego, Calif. 
PARKER, John C., 2-3- 34, Mare Island, Calif. 
SORENSON, Charles, 2-9-34, Washington, D. C. 
STEVENSON, Frederick M., 2-3-34, San Diego, 

Calif. 
ZALESKI, John 
SHE FFIEL D, 


1-29-34, San Diego, Calif. 
Willard M., 2-7-34, Penacola, 


Fla 
MINARCK, Joseph E., 2-5-34, Mare Island, 
Calif. 
SCHNARS, Randolph A., 2-1-34, 


2-10-34, Aircraft No. 1, 


San Diego, 


Calif. 
ARNDT, Elbert H., 


FMF. 
BISHOP, Hazen P., 1-15-34, Shanghai, China. 
HRISZKO, George M., 2-5-34, Mare Island, 
Calif. 
HYDE, Donald M., 2-10-34, Washington, D. C. 
NELSON, George, 1-17- 2 Shanghai, China. 
NELSON, Olaf C., 2-7-3 Sunnyvale, Calif. 
REA, Joseph, Jr., 1-7-3 ” Peiping, China. 
ROSS, Stanley I., ber Peiping, China. 
SABOLD, Robert H., 1-11-34, Shanghai, China. 
SHORT, Ernest E.,. 2-6-34, Hawthorne, Nev. 
UNDERWOOD, Vernon R., 1-18-34, Shanghai, 
China 
DU RKEE, Ralph L., 2-8-34, Mare Island, 
Calif. 
HOFFMAN, John H., 2-7-34, San Diego, Calif. 
HOGAN, WILLIAM G., 2-10-34, Portsmouth, 
Va. 
William C., 2-12-34, St. Julien’s 


Creek, 
KILGORE, "hin 2-7-34, San Diego, Calif. 
MARC, James iL. 2-10- 34, New York, N. Y. 
PROBAND, Herman W., 2-8-54, Cavite, Pr. & 
EDMONDSON, William B., 2-10-34, Pensacola, 


a. 
BAILEY, Samuel J., 2-10-34, Portsmouth, N. H. 
PHILLIP, Herman, 2-13-34, Great Lakes, II. 
WILLEFORD, John F., 2-12-34, Pensacola, Fila. 
BRABHAM, James D., 2-14-34, Pensacola, Fla. 
CASEY, Arthur P., 2-15-34, Lakehurst, N. J. 
JASON, Stanley T., 2-10-34, San Diego, Calif. 
MASON, John G., 2-16-34, Washington, D. C. 
SHIRAH, Lester V., 2-10-34, Charleston, S. OC. 
oe Charles B., 2-15-34, New- 

port, 


I. 
Francis J., 2-15-34, 
2-15-34, Great 


San Diego, 
Lawrence M., 

2-16-34, 
Conn. 


DUNN, Edward L., 2-6-34, San Diego, Calif. 
THOMAS, Thomas C., 2-16-34, Quantico, Va. 


MONTO OMERY, 


Lakes ll. 
DUNLAP, Leslie A., New London, 


WOYSHNER, Paul, 2-17-34, Philadelphia, Pa. 
REYNOLDS, David L., 216-34, ensacola, 


Fila. 
BLACKBURN, Ray, 2-15-34, Mare Island, Calif. 
(Continued on page 62) 
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Cpl. Carrol J. Hotard—MB 
Headquarters, Washington. 
FEBRUARY 12, 1934. 

Set Paul R. Jackson—West 
Shanghai 

Cpl. Alfred G. 


Washington to 


Coast to 


Phillips—Norfolk to Indian 


Set. Philip MeGuire—Great Lakes to Quan- 
tico, 

FEBRUARY 13, 1934. 

Cpl Stephen A. Adalac—Haiti to South 
Charleston 

Cpl. Hubert L. Pilgrim—Haiti to Cavite. 
FEBRUARY 14, 1954 

St.-Sgt. William F. Watson—-VS Sqdn. 15-M 


to AC 2, San Diego 
Set. Murray D. Sandford 
Sea School 


Parris Island to 


Gy-Sget. John Hamas—Portsmouth, N. H., to 
Parris Island. 

Cpl. Lewis J. Fields—Parris Island to Sea 
School 


FEBRUARY 15, 1954 
G. Huntley—Norfolk to 


Gy-Set William 
Washington 
FEBRUARY 16, 

Cpl. Millin J. 
York 
FEBRUARY 19, 

Cpl. Henry C. 
Lakes. 

Cpl. Alex. R. 
Island 

Ist-Set. 
Charleston. 

Ist-Set 
Minneapolia 

Gy-Set. John 
Quantico. 


1934 


Delk—USS,. Richmond to New 


1934. 
Campen—Washington to Great 


Morgan—Norfolk to Parris 


Harry Cohen—Parris Island to 


Joseph York—Charleston to USS, 


Murawski—Parris Island to 


Gy-Set Stephen Zeiga—Quantico to USS 
Minneapolis 
FEBRUARY 20, 1934 

Cpl. John C. Mansfield—Quantico to Phila- 
delphia 

Ist-Sgt. Edward Bland—West Coast to Haiti 
Cpl Cortanti (Mszenski—West Coast to 
Quantico, 

Ist-Sgt. Raymond Clayton—Yorktown to San 
Diego 


FEBRUARY 21, 1934 
Cpl. Robert FE. Hearn 
Set Anderson I. 

tanamo Bay. 


Norfolk to 


Quantico 
Mullinix- 


Haiti to Guan 


Set George 8. Talley Haiti to San Diego 

Cpl. George A. Troutman—Haiti to Philadel- 
phia 

Cpl Isadore R Abrams—West Coast to 
Parris Island. 

Set. Eugene Kranich—Norfolk to Philadel- 
phia 


Cpl. Floyd 8, 
delphia 
FEBRUARY 23, 1924 
; Cpl. Charley A. Iker—West Coast to Quan 
ico 


Edwards—San Diego to Phila 


Cpl Peter Popol 
Transport School 

Cpl. Webb V 
Philadelphia 

Cpl. Melvin S 
ton 

Ist-Set. 
tico, 

Cpl Robert W Huntoon—USS 
ainia to Great Lakes 


West Coast to Motor 


Turner—Parris Island to 


Shaffer—Norfolk to Washing- 


Quan- 
West Vir- 


Robert Bailey—West Coast to 


FEBRUARY 24, 1934. 
: Set Klein—New York to USS. New Or- 
FEBRUARY 27, 1934 
Cpl. Ivan D. Carrick—Haiti to West Coast 


RECENT REENLISTMENTS 
from 
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Diego, Calif. 


HASSLER, Earl A., 2-15-34, San 


WELK, George 3-1 , Portland, Ore 
ELLIOTT, Robert V., 1-23-34, Olongapo, P. I. 
FROST. Frank L., 2-10-34, San Diego, Calif 
KELLER, William 2-15-34, San Diego, 
Calif 

KENNEY, Ernest J., Shankhai, China 
NELMS, Willie L.. Shanghai, China 
SMITH, Wilbur P., San Diego, Calif 
SPORES Van A.. Shanghai, China 
THOMAS, Weisner F 1-13-3 Peiping, China 


WHITAKER, Earl W., 1-14-34, Peiping, China 
ARMSTRONG, Joseph R., 2-19-34, Washington, 
dD. Cc 

BIGHAM, Robert A.. 2-20-34, Washington, 

BUCCA, 
REHM, 


Ralph F., 2-19-34 
Orville E., 2-19-94, New 


Washington, D. C. 
York, N. ¥ 


THE IEATHERNECK 


BECHTEL, Charles A., 2-28-34, Philadelphia, Pa. 

USHINSKY, Anthony, 2-27-34, Quantico, Va. 

BEDELL, Henry A., 2-23-34, San Diego, Calif. 

BEARDIN, William L., 2-24-34, St. Julien's 
Creek, Va. 

BORGESON, Eric H., 


2 -34, Quantico, Va. 
NORLING, Clifford, 2-24- 


Pensacola, Fla. 


THOMPSON, James J., 2-23-34, Portsmouth, 
Va 

FRIEDMAN, Irving J., 2-26-34, Washington, 
c 


SUTTS, Ben, 2-26-34, Philadelphia, Pa. 
CURCEY, Leonard, 2-26-34, Great Lakes, III. 
DARMOND, James M., 2-20-34, Haiti. 
HAKANSAN, Knut A., 5-34, Peiping, China. 
LEAR, Warren F., 2 , Cavite, P. I. 
RUONA, William, 2-12-34, iti 
WILLINGHAM, Eugene A., 
Calif. 
CAREL, 


2-20-34, San Diego, 


Walter E., 2-19-34, Philadelphia, Pa. 


POLLOCK, Verl D., 2-16-34, Mare Island, 
Calif. 

SPATTER, Jack, 2-15-34, San Diego, Calif. 
BORTH, Harold C., 2-16-34, San Diego, Calif. 


JOHNSON, Osear J., 

BABCOCK, Chester N., 

FISHER, Harold E., 2 

HUTHINSON, Grant, 
Ii. 


1 Norfolk, Va. 
21-34, Great Lakes, Ill. 
1-34, Great Lakes, II. 


2-21-34, Great Lakes, 


The Shirt you will 


swear by—not at! 
HANOVER 


Regulation Khaki Marine Corps 


—SHIRT— 


Whether it’s cruise or landing party, 
fight, fun or frolic, “the situation is 
well in hand” always if you're wearing 
this easy-fitting, hard-wearing, two-fisted 
Marine Shirt. Tailored like custom- 
made. Durable as a leatherneck. Priced 
to meet a “boot’s” pay check. No 
laundry (ship or shore) can faze its 
fine fit or fade its fast color! 


Ask for them at any Post Exchange 


Hanover Shirt Co. 


INC. 
BALTIMORE, 


MARYLAND 
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MB, Washington, D. C., to MB, Quantico, Va. 
FEBRUARY 26, 1934. 
Capt. Lee W. Wright. APM, redetailed as 


Assistant Paymaster, effective July 1, 1934. 
Capt. James Ackerman, relieved from tem- 
porary duty with the Civilian Conservation 


Corps and ordered to MB, Quantico, Va. 
Ist Lt. John G. Walraven, orders to 

Parris Island, S. C., modified to MB, 

Charleston, S. C. 
2nd Lt. Austin R 


MB, 
NYd, 


Brunelli, about March 5, 


1934, detached MB, Parris Island, S. C., to 
MD, USS. Lexington 
2nd Lt. Clarence O. Cobb, about March 15, 
1934, detached MD, USS. Lexington to Dept 
of the Pacific 
Chf. Qm. Clk. John PD. Brady died Naval 
Hospital, San Diego, Calif., February 19, 1934. 


MARCH 1, 1954 
; Comdt. Ben H. 
1934 


Fuller retired on 


Lt Col Fr ederick \ Gardener, detached 
Headquarters, Marine Corps, Washington, D. 
C., te MB, NYd, Charleston, S. C. 


PROMOTIONS 
TO SERGEANT: 
Harold E. Barieau (SW). 
John Merrick (SW) 


Robert W Pershing (SW). 

Plummer W. King (SW) 
TO COPORAL: 

Julius N. Hinton. 

Charles Ross. 

Louie L. Wooten 

John P Gordon 

William E. Gordon (SW). 


John LeR. Kibbee (SW). 
Roy B. Knighton 
William R Crain. 


Mutha W. 


Bernard 
Frank 

Vernan 
Leo G. 
Roy M. 
Stewart 
William 
Anthony 
Elvis L. 
Frank 
Oral 

Donald 


Owen B. 
David M. 


Harley 
Patrick 


Anthony 
Frederic 
Raymon 
Norman 
Leo J. 

Abe Px 
William 


Llera 


April, 1934 


Trotter. 
O. Ketner. 
Dolinsek. 
J. Wyrick. 
Schmidt. 
Timlinson. 
B. O'Neill, Jr. 
H. Barnett (SW). 
F. Herman (SW). 
Skeels (SW). 
Cc. Buss. 


Black. 


Gordon. 

Graham, 

Kurtz. 

C. Hemingway (Tech). 
S. Kaczmarek. 


McBride. 


E. Parker. 
Mills (SW). 
Hardenbrook 
(SW). 
Mussett (SW). 
Uolousky (SW). 

L. Weatherby (SW). 
d G. Wilson (SW). 
A. Jacobsen (SW). 
McNamara (SW). 
yore (Tech). 

M. Whittaker. 


(SW). 


Earl Hake (Tech). 


Willard 
Jesse T. 
Jack C. 


J. Sarault. 
Stroud. 
Simpson (RW). 
DEATHS 
Officers 


BRADY, John David, Chief Quartermaster Clerk, 


died 


February 19, 


1934, of ulcers of duo- 


denum at the U. S. Naval Hospital, San Diego, 


Californ 
Brady, 


of kin: Mrs. 
Arizona St., 


Sabina M. 
San Diego, 


ia. Next 
wife, 4767 


Calif. 
HOWARD, Hugh M., Second Lieutenant, re- 


tired, di 
carditis 
ington, 


ed February 12, 1934, of chronic myo- 
at the U. S. Naval Hospital, Wash- 
D. C. Next of kin: Mrs. Cornelia How- 


ard, wife, Laytonsville, Md 


EVANS. 
1, 1934 


of kin: 
N. 


Enlisted Men 
Earl Clifford, Private, died February 
, at Canacao, Philippine Islands. Next 


Mr. Thomas P. Evans, brother, 37 “R” 
E., Washington, D. C. 


GREENLAW, Elmer E., QM. Sergeant, retired, 


died January 9, 
geles, C 


1934, of disease at Los An- 


alifornia. Next of kin: Mrs. Theresa 


Greenlaw, wife, 162 West Ninety-fourth Street, » 
Los Angeles, California. 


KRUGER, 


tired, di 
clusion, 
Mrs. Le 
N. Ww 


FMCR., 


Geisinger 


Next of 


East Judson 
CULLMAN, 
Class IIT, 


19534, a 


Ed. Church, 
Illinois 
Myer, 
died January 20, 


cago, 


LEWIS, 


Next of 
Seventh 


MAHON, Kenneth E., Pvt.. 
active, died November 27, 1933, 


Louis M., Principal Musician, re- 
ed February 21, 1934, of coronary oc- 
at Washington, D. C. Next of kin: 
*na Kruger, wife, 1344 Harvard St., 


. Washington, D. C. 
COULBOURN, Jcehn W. ZJr., 


Corporal, Class IIT, 
February 17, 1934, at 
Hospital, Danville, Pa. 
Ethel Coulbourn, wife, 552 
Ave., Youngstown, Ohio. 
Harvey P., Private, first class, 
FMCR., inactive, died January 15, 
t Chicago, Illinois. Next of kin: Mrs. 
mother, 1829 Melrose St., Chi- 


inactive, died 
Memorial 
kin: Mrs 


Pvt., Class IV. FMCR., inactive, 
1934, at Washington, D. C 

kin: Mrs. Katey Lewis, mother, 1715 

St.. N. W.. Washington, D. C 

Class IV, FMCR., in- 

of disease, at 


Mount Alto Hospital, Washington, D. C. Next 


Place, 
McCARTHY, William L.. 


FMCR., 
accident 
ington, 
Carthy, 
ington, 


LIST OF 


Mary Mahon, mother, 2572 University 
W.. Washington, D. C 
Sergeant, Class IV, ; 

inactive, died December 21, 1933, of 

al drowning in Eastern Branch, Wash- 

)) a Next of kin: Mrs. Morona Me- 

wife. 3501 Thirteenth St., N. E.. Wash- 


GRADUATES FROM THE CORRE- 


SPONDENCE CLASS, MARINE CORPS 
SCHOOLS, QUANTICO, VA. 


PARSONS, Harry C.., 


U. 8. MARINE CORPS 
Sergeant—Quartermaster's 


Department Basie Course 


STROUP, 
Reserve 
Course 

SULLIVA 
Brigade 
Course 


WHITFOT 


S. MARINE CORPS RESERVE 
Windsor B. W., Captain, 6th Marine 
Brigade—Signal Company Officers’ 


N. Panl, Captain, 6th 
Quartermaster's 


Marine Reserve 
Department Basic 
tD, Mareus L 


. Ist Lt., Eastern Reserve 


{rea—Naval Law and Rules of Land Warfare. 
MEREDITH, Sumner W., Sup. Sgt., Ist Bn., 
19th Reserve Marines—Quartermaster’s Depart- 


ment Course A 


MoGINN, 
Brigade 


Walter R., Private, 6th Marine Reserve 
-Infantry Basie Course. 


Questions and Answers 


A 


the Philip 


sailed fron 
arrival at 


letail of nine men were transferred to 
pines via the USS. Rochester, which 
1 San Diego on 16 March, 1932 Upon 


Shanghai on 30 April, 1932, the detail 


— 
Fred 
Ernest 
Roy W 
Ralph § 
Jose 
Jack 
‘ 
= 
a 
4 
J 
| 


April, 1934 


was transferred to the USS. Houston, which re- 
mained at anchor at Shanghai until 5 May, 1952, 
making the detail a part of the ship's complement 
for six days during the period for which the 
Yangtze Service Medal has been authorized. In 
view of this fact, are the men of that detail en- 
titled to that medal /—Sgt. 

Answer—Officers and men who were actually 
serving aboard the Houston at that time are en- 
titled to the medal. However, the men of the de- 
tail under consideration were aboard merly as 
passengers, and, as such, are not entitled to award 
of the medal. 

Q.—During the periods following, I served in 
the regular Marine Corps. Am I eligible for re- 
tirement to the Marine Corps Reserve upon ex- 
piration of sixteen or twenty years’ service! My 
periods of service are these: January 21, 1916, to 
January 27, 1920; July 23, 1920, to July 22, 
1922; October 22, 1925, to October 21, 1926; 
April 18, 1927, with two extensions of enlistment, 
to the present time.—Mare Island Marine. 

Answer—Since you were on active duty on July 
1, 1925, the date on which the present Reserve 
Act became effective, you are eligible for transfer 
to either the 16 or the 20 year class. 

Q. (a)—A_ non-commissioned officer having 
three years to serve for retirement after sixtee n 
years’ service reenlists for four years. Can he 
retire upon completion of the sixteen years, or 
must he finish the enlistment? 

(b) What pay does a man with the rank of 
sergeant receive, disregarding the present pay cut, 
who retires to the Marine Corps Reserve aiter six- 
teen years of service? 

(c) What increase does a man receive upon 
completion of thirty years of service, of which 
sixteen years are active duty and fourteen are 


reserve /—Sgt. A. C. Montanaro. 
Answer—(a) This man can transfer after com- 
pleting sixteen years of service. He need not 


complete the entire enlistment. 

(b) A man in this status draws $20.80 less 
$.20 hospital fund, or $20.60. 

(c) The increase in this case is $15.75. 

NAVAL TRANSPORT SAILINGS 

CHAUMONT—Leave N.O.B. Norfolk 10 April; 
arrive Guantanamo 15 April, leave 16 April; ar- 
rive Port au Prince 17 April, leave 18 April; 
arrive Canal Zone 22 April, leave 24 April; ar- 
rive San Diego 2 May, leave 3 May; arrive San 
Pedro 4 May, leave 5 May; arrive San Frnacisco 
7 May, leave 17 May; arrive Honolulu 25 May, 
leave 26 May; arrive Guam 5 June, leave 6 June; 
arrive Manila 12 June, leave 12 July; arrive 
Guam 18 July, leave 19 July; arrive Honolulu 29 
July, leave 30 July; arrive San Francisco 7 
August. 

HENDERSON—Leave Manila 14 March; ar- 
rive Guam 20 March, leave 21 March; arrive 
Honolulu 1 April, leave 4 April; arrive San Fran- 
cisco 12 April, leave 23 April; arrive San Pedro 
25 April, leave 25 April; arrive San Diego 26 
April, leave 26 April; arrive Canal Zone 7 May, 
leave 10 May; arrive Port au Prince 14 May, 
leave 14 May; arrive Guantanamo 15 May, leave 
15 May; arrive N.O.B. Norfolk 20 May. 

NITRO—Leave Puget Sound 10 March; ar- 
rive Mare Island 13 March, leave 19 March; ar- 
rive San Pedro 21 March, leave 22 March; arrive 
San Diego 23 March, leave 24 March: arrive 
Canal Zone 3 April, leave 6 April; arrive Port 
au Prince 9 April, leave 9 April; arrive Guan- 
tanamo 10 April, leave 10 April: arrive N.O.B, 
Norfolk 15 April, leave 23 April: arrive Phila- 
delphia 24 April, leave 26 April; arrive New York 
27 April, leave 2 May: arrive Boston 4 May, leave 
11 May; arrive N.O.B. Norfolk 13 May. 

NITRO tentatively scheduled to depart Norfolk 
about 28 May for West Coast and Pearl Harbor. 

RAMAPO—Operating under Commander Base 
Force for temporary duty. Will begin overhaul 
at Mare Island on 2 April, date of completion 4 
May, readiness for sea 8 May. 

SALINAS—Operating under Commander Base 
Force for temporary duty. 

SIRIUS—Leave Mare Island 5 March; arrive 
Puget Sound 8 March, leave 15 March; arrive 
Pearl Harbor 25 March, leave 7 April; arrive 
Puget Sound 17 April. 

VEGA—Leave Puget Sound 3 March; arrive 
Mare Island 6 March, leave 19 March; arrive 
San Pedro 21 March, leave 22 March; arrive San 
Diego 23 March, leave 24 March; arrive Canal 
Zone 5 April, leave 7 April; arrive Port au Prince 
10 April, lkave 10 April; arrive Guantanamo 11 
April, leave 11 April; arrive N.O.B. Norfolk 16 
April, leave 28 April; arrive Philadelphia 29 
April, leave 4 May; arrive New York 5 May, leave 
12 May: arrive Boston 14 May, leave 19 May; 
arrive Norfolk for overhaul 21 May. 


Headquarters Bulletin 
The requirements for the promotion examina- 
tions of field officers, as set forth in Chapter 6, 
Marine Corps Manual, prescribe the type of mili- 
tary operation in which a field officer may be ex- 
amined, but do not prescribe specific texts or 
publications. In evaluating solutions submitted 


by field officers on their promotion examinations 
the governing factor will be the tactical soundness 
of the solution 

The Marine Examining Board has at its dis- 
posal no reference data nor specimen problems 
to furnish candidates for promotion. There are 
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Sixty-three 


185 FORTY-FIRST STREET 


FOR SERVICE— 
SAFETY —-ACCURACY 


Thompson Automatic Gun Cal. .45 U. S. Navy Model 1928 
Equipped with Cutts Compensator 


Tested and approved for the most exacting military duty— 
light, compact, extremely portable. 


AUTO-ORDNANCE CORP., 31 Nassau Street 
New York, N. Y.—Sole Maker 


FEDERAL LABORATORIES, Inc. 


Sole U. S. Distributors 


PITTSBURGH, PENNSYLVANIA 


2" RIFLE 
Better WITH 
HOPPE’S No. 9 


Keep that new rifle shoot- 
ing like new, its bore al- 
ways bright for inspection. 
Ashore or afloat, use this 
famous solvent—save accu- 
racy and elbow grease. Get 
a bottle at the P-X. For 
sample send 10c to 

FRANK A. HOPPE, Ine. 


2305 N. 8th Street Philadelphia, Pa. 


LIKE TO SHOOT? 


Do you enjoy hunting or target-shoot- 
ing, Meith rifles, revolvers or shotguns? 
If so, let us send you full de- 
tails about the many unusual 
benefits of membership in the 
National Rifle Association—in- 
cluding a free sample copy of 
THE AMERICAN RIFLEMAN, the 
one publication devoted ezrclu- 
sively to guns. 


National Rifle A best 
85! Barr Bidg., Washington, D. C. 


book departments at Fort Leavenworth, Fort Ben- 
ning, and Quantico from which officers may ob- 
tain publications on military subjects. All offi- 
cers who are candidates for promotion are required 
to furnish for their own use at examinations copies 
of such tables of organization and reference data 
as are permitted to be used in examinations. 
TRAGET PRACTICE 

HIGH SCORE (Rifle)—Officers and men at- 
taining a score of 325 or better over the regular 
qualification course for the target year 1933 ac- 
cording to reports of target practice received since 


publication of the January Bulletin: 

Bat EA. FP. 328 

Ist Sgt. Harold 1. Crowell 

Pvt. Joseph C. Schwalke.... 

SOMETHING TO 

343 
HIGH SCORE (Thompson Sub-machine Gun) 

—Officers and enlisted men attaining a score of 

240 or better with the Thompson Sub-machine 

Gun during the target year 1933: 

Gy-Sgt. Albert I. Haas, San Diego, NAS........ 265 

Ist Sgt. Melvin T. Huff, Peiping, RRD........ 264 

Gy- — Lawrence E. Brown, Sunnyvale, MB, 


° 
Cpl. APrauk P. Stephenson, Peiping, RRD.... 2 
2nd Lt. John M. Davis, Cape Haitien, Co. “B" 252 
Cpl. James A. Smith, San Diego, AS, WCEF 2 
Pfe. Everett F. Skillings, San Diego, AS, 


Pvt. Reymond R. Richard, Port au Prince 

Set. William E. Quaster, Quantico, Co. “B" 247 
Sgt. Cletis B. Railing, Sunnyvale, MB, NAS 243 
Cpl. Owen Williamson, San Diego, AS, WCEF 243 
Ist Lt. James Snedeker, Port au Prince, Co. 


242 
Ist Lt. Ralph D. Leach, Cape Haitien, Hq. 
241 
William R. Williams, Sunnyvale, MB, 
241 
i Clyde L. DePishon, Port au Prince, MT 
249 


‘o 

Cc oh Milton B. Rogers, Sunnyvale, MB, NAS 240 

Pvt. Walter A. Kellotat, San Diego, AS, 


WCE 240 
Possible score 275 
199 
149 


QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS 

Q.—I1st Lieutenant, Bremerton, Wash.: Article 
1-30 MCM. states, “‘Messmen shall be detailed . . . 
on the basis of 1 for every 20 men, If, after 
such computation, a remainder of 11 or more 
results, an additional messman is authorized for 
messes of less than 120 men.” Js a separate 
mess consisting of 16 men entitled to a messman? 

Answer: Yes. 

Q.—Corporal, USS Should a Marine 
serving aboard a vessel of the Navy be transferred 
to the nearest Marine post for discharge as un- 
desirable, or for bad conduct discharge, when 
such discharge has been ordered or sentenced by 
proper authority, or should discharge be effected 
aboard ship? 

Answer—This question is one for submission to 
your commanding officer if necessity arises. 
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Sixty-four 


IN EARLY DAYS FIFERS AND DRUMMERS MARCHED THROUGH 
THE STREETS OF CAMP OR GARRISON PLAYING 
LOUDLY. AT THIS SIGNAL EACH MAN WAS. 
REQUIRED TO “REPAIR TO HIS TENT OR QUARTERS” 
THIS MUSIC WAS CALLED “RETREAT”, AND WAS THE 
ORIGIN FROM WHICH OUR PRESENT DAY FORMATION 
OF RETREAT {tS DERIVED. 


(O8 MARINES HAVE RECEIVED 10 NAVY MEDALS 
OF HONOR. 68 WERE AWARDED FOR HEROISM 
IN TIME OF PEACE AND IN ENGAGEMENTS IN WHICH 
THERE WAS NO DECLARATION OF WAR. 

42 WERE WON IN THE ClVviL, SPANISH- 
AMERICAN AND WORLD WARS. 


WAKE THE ) 
GOING PLACES 


THE ORIGINAL OF LAURENCE STALLINGS’ FAMOUS CAPT. FLAGG IN “WHAT PRICE GLORY" WAS THE LATE 
MAJOR PHILIP TOWNSEND CASE, US.M.C. MAJOR CASE, THEN A CAPTAIN, WAS STALLINGS’ COMPANY 
COMMANDER AT BELLEAU WOOD. HE WAS KILLED BY AN : 
AUTO DECEMBER 10 1933 AS HE STEPPED FROM A CURB IN NEW YorK, 


“CHEVRON” COMES FROM THE LATIN AND MEANS 
THE POINTED RAFTERS OF A ROOF. {T WAS 
ORIGINALLY USED TO DISTINGUISH. THE 
FEUDAL RETAINERS WHO HAD PROMINENTLY 
SUPERVISED THE BUILDING OF THEIR LORD'S 
CASTLE. THESE MEN WATURALLY 
JOHNNY LAROWE WHO HAS TURNED OUT WINNING BECAME CHIEFS AMONG “THE MINOR 
BOXING TEAMS FOR THE UNIVERSITY OF VIRGINIA GROUPS OF ORDINARY WORKMEN 
TIME AFTER TIME, WAS DISCHARGED FROM THE 
RINE CORPS IN 1691 BECAUSE OF "HOPELESS" HEART TROUBLE, 


| 
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good looking fellow 
until opens his mouth 


MAKE THIS STARTLING TEST 


Blow some smoke through a_handker- 
chief. Notice the brown stain it leaves. 
That’s what smoking does to your teeth. 
Cover that stain with Bost. Brush it brisk- 
ly and the discoloration disappears. To 
be fair, try this same test with the denti- 
frice you are now using, and see if you 
obtain the same results. 


OUR attractiveness can be 
marred the moment you open 
your mouth and expose dingy, 
yellow, tobacco-stained teeth. If 


your teeth have begun to lose 


their brilliance, if they are not 


BOST 
at your Post Exchange 


white as you like them to be, 
start using BOST Tooth Paste 
tonight, for this new scientific 
dentifrice contains mild and 
harmless oils which dissolve and 


remove tobacco stains safely. 


is Obtainable 


4 
i 
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Watch out for the telltale 
signs of jangled nerves 


Other people notice them— 
even when you don’t—little 
nervous habits that are the 
danger signal for jangled nerves. 

And remember, right or 
wrong, people put their own 
interpretations on them. So 
it pays to watch your nerves. 


Get enough sleep—fresh air 
—recreation—and make 
Camels your smoke, partic- 
ularly if you are a steady 
smoker. 

For remember, Camel's 
costlier tobaccos never jangle 
your nerves—no matter how 
many you smoke. 


COSTLIER TOBACCOS 
Camels are made from finer, MORE 
EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS than any 
other popular brand of cigarettes! 


How are YO UR ions 


TRY THIS TEST 


ao how speedily you can complete this test 
ith your left hand (or with your right hz i, 
if you are left-handed) unbutton your y ve : 
ginning at the top. Now butto cae. 
ning at the top. If you use 
you are disqualified. Averag 
vest is 12 seconds. 


n it again, begin- 
more than one hand 
e time forsix-button 


Jack Summers (Camel 
Smoker), nati j 
squash racquets champion, — 
the test in 9 Seconds. 


Co 
pyright, 1931, R. J Reynolds Tobacey Company 
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